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T © HER 


Royal Highneſs 


THE 


DUTCHESS. 


MAD A M, 5 
TIE R having a great while 
wich'd to write ſomething that 
might be worthy to lay at your 
Highneſs's Feet, and finding it 
2 Since the World has been ſo kind 
to me to judge of this Poem to my Advan- 
tage, as the moſt pardonable Fault which 
have made in its kind; I had ſinn'd a- 
gainſt my ſelf, if I had not choſen this Op- 
portunity to implore (what my Ambition is 
moſt fond of) Your Favour and Protection. 
For tho' Fortune would not ſo far bleſs 
my I:ndeavours, as to encourage them with 
Jour Royal Highneſs's Preſence, when this 
came into the World; yet, I cannot but 
A 2 7 declare | 
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declare it was my Delign and Hopes, it 
might have been Your Divertiſement in 


that happy Seaſon, when You return'd a- 
gain to Chear TD Eyes, that had before 


wept for your Departure, and enliven all 
Hearts that had 'd for Your Abſence: 
When Wit ought to have paid its choiceſt 
Tributes in, and Joy have known no Li— 
mits, then I hop'd my little Mite would 
not have been rejected; tho' my ill Fortune 
was too hard for me, and I loſt a greater 
Honour by Your Roy al Higlineſs's Ab- 
ſence, than all the Applauſes of the World 
beſides can make me Reparation for. 
Nevertheleſs, I thought my ſelf not quite 
unhappy, fo long as Thad Hopes this way 
yet to recompence my Diſappointment paſt. 


When I conſider'd alſo, that Poetry might 


claim Right to a little Share in Your Fa- 
vour: For Taſſo, and Arieſto, ſome of the 
beſt, have made their Names Eternal, by 
tranſmitting to After-Ages the Glory cf 
Your Anceſtors : 5 and under the ſpreading 


of that Shade, where two of the beſt have 


_ planted their Laurels, how Honoured 
ſhould I be, who am the worlt, if but a 
Branch might grow for me. 


I dare 
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I dare not think of offering any thing in 
this Addreſs, that might look like a Pane- 


gyvrick, for fear leſt when I have done my 
| beſt; the World ſhould condemn me for 
ſaying too little, and you your ſelf check 


me, for meddling with a Task unfit for my 


Talent. ; 
For the Deſcription of Virtues and Perfec- 


tions ſo rare as Yours are, ought to be done 


by as deliberate as skilful a Hand; the 


Features muſt he drawn very fine, to be 
like; haſty dawbing will but ſpall the Pic- 


ture, and make it ſo unnatural, as muſt 


want falſe Lights to ſet it off: And Your 
Virtue can receive no more Luſtre from 
Practices than Your Beauty can be improv'd 
by Art; which as it charms the braveſt 


Prince that ever amaz'd the World with 


his Virtue; fo, let but all other Hearts en- 
quire into themſelv es, and then judge, how 


it ought to be prais'd. 


Your Love too, as none but that oreat 


Hero, who has it, could deſerve it. "wind 


therefore, by a particular Lot from Heav'n 
was deſtin'd to fo extraordinary a Bleſlins 

10 matchleſs for its ſelf, and ſo wondrous for 
its Conſtancy, ſhall be remember'd to Your 


Immortal Honour, whenallother Tranſacti- 
Ons 
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ons of the Age You live in ſhall be forgot- 
„ 

But I forget that Jam to ask Pardon for the 
Fault I have been all this while committing. 


Wherefore I beg your Highneſs to forgive 
me this Preſumption, and that You will be 


pleas'd to think well of one who cannot 
help reſolving with all the Actions of Life, 


to endeavour to deſerve 1 it: Nay more, I 


would beg, and hope 1t may be granted, 
that I may thro' Yours never want an Ad- 
vocate 1n his Favour, whoſe Heart and 
Mind You have ſo entire a Share in; it is 
my only Portion and my Fortune, I cannot 
but be happy, ſo long as I have but Hopes 
I may enjoy it, and I muſt be miſerable, 
ſhould it ever be my 111 Fate to loſe 1t. 
This with Eternal Wiſhes for Your Roy- 
al Highneſs's Content, Happineſs and Pro- 
penny, in all Humility is prelented by 


Your moſi Obedient and 


Devoted Servant, 


Tho, OTWAY. 


1 
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0 You, great Judges in this Writing Age, 
The Sons of Wit, and Patrens of the Stage, : 
With all the humble Thoughts, which t. I have [Wy 4 
His Pride, much doubting, trembiing anc. afraid 
Of what is to his want of Merit due, 
And aw'd by ev'ry Excellence in you, 


Tue Author ſends to beg you would be hind, 
Ard ſpare thoſe many Faults you he muſt find. 


You to whom Wit a common Fe is grown, 

Fhe thing ye ſcorn, and publickly dijown 
Thu? now prrhaps yare here for other Ends, 
He [wear s to me ye ougnt to be his Friends: 
Fir he neber calPd ye yet inſipid Tools; | 
Nor aurote one Line to tell ye you were Fools 
Hut ſays of Wit ye have /o large a Store, 

So very much, you never will have more. 

He ne'er with Libel treated yet the Town, 
The Names of honeſt Men bedaw#?d and ſhown, 
Nay, never once lampoon'd the harmleſs Life 
Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife. | 


Satyr's th? Effett of Poetry's Diſeaſe; _ | 0 
iich, fick of a lewd Age, fhe vents for Eaſe, | 
But now her only Strife ſhould ve to pleaſe ; % 


x 


Since of il! Fate the Baneful Cloud's withdrawn z 
And Happineſs again begins to dawn, 

Since back with Foy and Triumph le is come, 
Frat always drove Fears hence, ne*er brought ?em home. 
Oft has he plom'd the boiſtÞrous Ocean Ver, 

Fet ne'er more welcome to the longing Shore, 

Not "when he brought home Viftories before. 

For then freſh Laurcls flour iſſid on his Brow, 
Aud hie comes crown'd with Olive-B ranches nom. 
Receive him ! Ol receive him as his Friends 3 
Embrace the Bleſſings which he recommends; 

Such Quiet as your Foes fhall ne'er defliroy ; 


Pizn fake off Fears, 1:4 clap yur Hands for Jo). 


Dramat is 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
7 VI E N. 
Acaſto, a Nobleman retir'd 


from the Court, and bande. Gillote. 
privately in the Country 


Caſtalio, His "RY Mr. Betterton, 


Polydore, Mr. IL, liams. 


Chamont, a young Soldier of 2 Mr. Smit 5. 


Fortune. 


Erne fto, , 2Servantsinthel F a- Mr. Norris. 
Paulino, mily. ; 


WOMEN. 


Monimia, the Orphan, left) 
under the Guardianſhip Mrs. Barry 
of Old Acaſto, 


Serina, Acaſtos Daughter. Mrs. Boteler. | 


Horella, Monimia's Woman. Mrs. Osborn. 


SCENE, BOHEMIA. 


Mr. IWileſbire. 
Cordelio, Polydore's Page. A little Girl. 
_ Chaplain, Mr. Percival. 


—_— 
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1. SCENE I 


YL Enter Paulino and Erneſto, 
P AULINO. 


rl. = 7 I'S ſtrange, Erneſto, this Severity 
ESSE Should till reign pow?rful in Acaſto's 
al, i Mind, | 


T0 hate the Court where he | 

Well Was bred and liv'd, 1 
=" All Honours heap'd on him that Pow?r | 
| could give. 

Ern. *Tis true, he came thither a private Gentleman, 

But young and brave, and of a Family 
Ancient and Noble as the Empire holds. 

The Honours he has gain'd are juſtly his; 

He purchas'd them in War ; thrice has he led 

An Army againſt the Rebels, and as often 

Return'd with Victory ; the World has not 
A truer Soldier, or a better Subject. | 
Is Paul. It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve him; 
He is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends; 


1 


10 The ORPHAN. 


I know he has lately been invited thither; 
Vet ſtill he keeps his ſtubborn purpoſe, cries, 
He's old, and willingly would be at reſt : 

1 doubt there's deep Reſent ment in his Mind, 
For the late Slight his Honour tuffer'd there. 

Ern. Has he not Reaſon ? When for what he had born, 
Long, hard, and faithful Toil, he mi2ht have claim'd 
Places in Honour, and Employment hizh ; 

A huffing, ſhining, flatt ring, eringing Coward, 
A Canker-worm of Peace was rais'd above him. 

Paul. Yet till he holds juſt Value for the King, 

Nor ever names him but with higheit Reverence. \, 
*Tis noble that | 
Ern. Oh! 1 have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 

Speak things of him might charm the Ears of Envy. 
Paul. Oh! may he live 'till Nature's ſelf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth ! 
For when he dics, firewel all Honour, Bounty, 
All generous Encour agement of Arts, 
For Charity her ſelf becomes a Widow. 
| Ern. No, he his two Sons that were ordain'd to be 
As well his Virtues, as his Fortune's Heirs. (nefs. 

Paul. They're both of Nature mild, and full of Sweet 
They came Twins from the Womb. and {till they live 
As if they would go Twins too to the Grave: 

Neither has any thing he calls his oon, 
Eut of each others Joss as Griets partaki ng; 
So very honeſtly, fo well the love, 

As they were onlv for each other born. 

Ern. Never was Parcnt in an Off-ſpring happier; _ 
He has a Daughter too, whoſe blo»minz Ave 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Peruty.. 

Paul. And as there is a Friendhip 'twixt the Brethren, 
So has her Infant Nature choſen too 
A faithful! Partner of her Thoughts and Wiſhes, 

And kind Companion of her harmleſs Pleaſures. 

Ern. You mean the Peauteous Orphan, fair Monimia ? 

Paul. The ſame. the Daughter of the brave Chamont, 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars, 
| Where ſuch a wondrous F riendſhip grew between dem 


As 


rn, 


fs. 
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As only Death could end: Chamont's Eſtate 
Was ruin'd in our late and civil Diſcords; 
Therefore unable to advance her Fortune, 
He left his Daughter to our Maller*s care; 
To ſuch a care as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. 
Ern. Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went carly, 
To ſeek a Fortune or a noble Fate; 
Whence he with Honour is expeRted back, 
And mighty Marks of that great Prince's Favour. 
Paul. Our Maſler never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in th' uncertain World, 
But wants to avoid both Courts, and Camps, 
Where Dilatory Fortune plays the jilt 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw her ſelf away on Fools and Knaves. | 
Ern. They both have forward gen'rous, ative Spirits, 


Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 
Io fend them forth where Glory's to be gotten ; 


They cry they're weary of their lazy home, 
Reſtleſs to do ſomething that Fame may talk of. 
To Day they chas'd the Boar, and near this Time 
Should be return'd. 

Paul. Oh that's a Roval Sport ! 


Me yet mav ſee the old Man in the Morning, 


Luſty as Health, come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the Chace as if he meant 
To o'ertake Time, and bring back Youth again. 
| _ Ertan. 
Enter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. 
Caſt. Pohhdore] our Sport | 
His been to Day much better for the Danger 
When on the Brink the foaming Boar I mer, 
And in his Side thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
The deſperate Savage ruſht within my Force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 
Po!. But then— | | 
Caft. Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Polydore, 
Like Perſius mounted on his winged Steed, 
Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
Lo ſive Coſt zlio, TWwas a God-like Ad. 
— 3 82 


Pol. 
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Pol. But when I came, I found you Conqueror. 

Oh my Heart danc*d to ſee your Danger palt ! 

The Heat and Fury of the Chace was cold, 

And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. 

Caſt. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 

' Ruſh on together ; thou ſhou?dit be my Guard, 

And I be thine; What is't could hurt us then? 

Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms, 

How fulſome muſt it be to ay behind, 

And die of rank Diſcaſes here at home? 

Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 

To make me lov?d and valu'd when Pmold; 

I would be buſie in the World, and learn, 

Not like a courſe and uſele.s Dunghil- Wecd, 

Fixt to one ſpot. and rot juſt as I grew. 

Caſt. Our Father 

Has taꝰen himſelf a Surſeit of the World, 

And cries it is not ſafe that we ſhould take it ; 

T own I have Duty verv pow?rful in me; 

And tho? I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 

Yet he's ſo tender and ſo good a Father, 

I could not do a thing to croſs his Will. 

Pol. Coftalio, I have Doubts within my Heart, 

Which you, and only vou, can ſatisfie : 

Will vou be free and candid to your Friend ? | 
Caſt. Have I a Thought my Po!ydvre thould not know 2 

What can this mean? 

Pol. Nay, I'll conjure you too, 

By all the ſtriceſt Ponds of faithful Friendſhip, 

To ſhew your Heart as naked in this Point 

As you would purge you of your Sins to Heav?n. 

_ Caſt. I will. 

Pot. And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 

With all the Suff'rance of a tender Friend. 

Caſt. As calmlv as the wounded Patient bears 

The Artiſt's Hand that miniſters his Cure. 

Pol. That's kindly ſaid. You know our Father's 
The fair Monimia; is your Heart at Peace? (Ward, 
Is it ſo guarded that you could not love her? 
Caſt. su ppoſe I ſhould. | 
Fol. Suppoſe you! ſhould not, Brother. Caſt. 
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Caſt. You'd ſay, I muſt not. 
Pol. That would ſound too roughly 
>Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 
Caſt. Is Love a Fault ? 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What if I love her? 
Caft. Then I muſt inform you, 
I 10v'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim, 
Fut will preſerve the Birth-right of my Paſſion. 
Pol. You will. 
Caſt. I will. 
Pol. No more, I've done. 
Caſt. Why not? 
Pol. I told you I had done; 
Eut vou, Caſtalio, would difpute it. 
Caſt. No: 
Not with my Polydore ; tho' I muft own 
My Nature obſtinate, and void of Suff france. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears and nice Suſpicions. 
I could not bear a Rival i in mv Friendſhip, 
J am ſo much in Love, and fond of thee. 
Pol. Vet you would break this Friendſhip! 
Caſt. Not for Crowns. 
Pol. But for a Toy you would, a Woman' s Toy, 
Unjuſt Caſtalio. 
Cat. Prithee, where's my Fault? 5 
Fol. You love Monimia. | 
- Coſt. Yes. 
Pol, And you would kill me, 
It I'm your Rival. 
Caſt. No, ſure we're ſuch Friends, 
So much one Man, that our AﬀeStions too 
Muſt be united, and the fame as we are. 
Fol. I doit upon Monimia. 
Caſt Love her ſtill; 
Win, and enjo her. 
| £ el, Both of us cannot, 


Caſt. 
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Caſt. No matter 1 
W hoſe Chance it proves, but let's not quarrel for't, BY 
Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you ? or 
Caſt. Wed her! 1 
No! were ſhe all Deſire could wiſh, as fair | 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be thought, - 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 
She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom, Marry! 
| When I am old and weary of the World, | 
F I may grow deſp'rate. | 
| And take a Wife to mortify withal. 
Pol. It is an elder Brother's Duty ſo 
To propagate his Family and Name: 
You would not have yours dye and bury'd with you? 
Caſt. Meer Vanity, and filly Dotage all; 
| No. let me live at large, and when I dye —— 
1 Pol. Who ſhall poſſeſs th' Eſtate you leave? 
Caſt. My Friend, 
If he ſurvives me; if not, my King, 
Who may beſtow?t again on ſome brave Man, 
Whoſe Honeſty and Services deſerve one. 
| Pol. Tis kindly offer'd. 
(1 Caſt. By yon Heaven, I lave 
W My Polydore beyond all worldly Joys, 
i And would not ſhock his Quiet to be bleſt 
With greater Happineſs than Man e'er tailed, 
Pol. And by that Heav'n eternally I ſwear, 
To keep the kind Caſtalio in my Heart. 
Whoſe ſhall Monimia be? 
Caſt. No matter whoſe. 5 
Hol. Were you not with her pri vately laſt Night? 
Caſt. I was, and ſhowld have met her again; 
But th'Opportunity ſhall now be thine ; 
My ſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Love; 
But have a care, by Friendſhip I conjure thee, 
That no falſe Play be offer'& to thy Brother. 
Urge all thy Pow'rs to make thy Pa ſſion proſper, 
But wrong not mine. 
Pol. Heav'n blait me if I do. 
Caſt. 1”t prove thy Fortune Polydore to conquer. 
(For thou haſt all the Arts of fine Perſwaſion!) Truſt 
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Truſt me and let me know thy Love's Succeſs, 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 
Pol, Tho? ſhe be dearer to my Soul, than Reſt 
Io weary Pilgrims, or to Miſers Gold, 
Io great Men Power, or wealthy Cities Pride, 
Rather than wrong Caſtalio, I'd forget her. 
For if ye Pow'rs have Happineſs in ſtore, 
When ye would ſhower down Joys on Polydore, 
In one great Bleſſing all vour Bounty ſend, | 
That I may never loſe ſo dear a Friend. | 
| Fx. Caſt. Pol. Manet Page, 
I Enter Monimia. | 
Mon- So ſoon return'd from Hunting? This fair Day 
Seems as if ſent t'invite the World abroad. 
Paſs'd not Caſtalio and Polydore this way? 
Page. Madam, juſt now. | 
Mon. Sure ſome ill Fate's upon me. 
Diſtruſt and Heavineſs ſits round my Heart, 
And Apprehenſion ſhocks my tim'rous Soul. 
Why was I not laid in my peaceful Grave 
With mv poor Parents? and at reit as they are? 
Inſtead of that Iam wand'ring into Cares. 
| Caſtalio ! Oh Caſtalio ! Thou haſt caught 
Mo fooliſh Heart, and like a tender Child, 
That truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, 
I fear its Harm, and faign would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio, I muit chide you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, have I done you any wrong? 
Mon. I never fee you now; you have been kinder; | 
Sat by mv Ped, and ſung me pretty Songs: | 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful. here's Money for you: 
Will vou ſoblige me? Shall I ſee you oftner ? 
Page. Madam, I'd ferve you with my Soul; 
Fut in a Morning, when you call me to you, 
As by vour Ped I ſtand and tell you Stories, | 
I am atham'd to fee our ſwelling Breaſts, 
It makes me bluſh, they are ſo very white. | 
Mon. Oh Men for Flattery and Deceit renown's ! 
Thus when yare oung, ye learn it all like him, | 
Till as your Years encreaſe, that ſtrengthens too, : | 
lt Y | T'undo | 
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T'undo poor Maids, and make our Ruin eaſie. 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou haſt oft heard 
Their friendly Converſe. and their Boſom Secrets, 
Sometimes. at leaſt, have they not talk'd of me? 
Page. Oh Madam ! Very wickedly they've talk'd ! 
But I'm afraid to name it; for they ſay - 
Boys muſt be whip'd that tell their Maſters Secrets, 
Mon. Fear not, Cordelio / It ſhall ne'er be known 5 
For I'II preſerve the Secret as twere mine, 
Polydore cannot be ſo kind as I. 
Pf, furniſh thee for all the harmleſs Sports 
With pretty Toys, and thou fhalt be my Page. 
Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be ſo; 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord, 
For he was never half ſo kind as you are. 
What muit Ido? 
Mon. Inform me how thꝰ haft had | 
Caſtalio, and his Brother uſe my Name. 
Page. With all the Tenderneſs of Love. 
You were the Subject of their laſl Diſcourſe. 
At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd; 
Rut as the one grew hot the other cool d, 
And vielded to the Frailty of his Friend; 
At laſt, after much ſtruggling *twas reſolv d 
Non. What, good Cordelio? 
Page. Not to quarrel for you. 
Mon. I would not have em, by my deareſt Hope 
I would not be the Argument of Strife. 
But ſurely my Caſtalio won't forſake me, 
And make a Merkery of my eaſy Love. 
Went they together ? 
Page. Yes, to ſeek you, Madam. 
Caſtalio promis*d Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone might meet you, 

And fairly try the Fortune of his Wiſhes, | 
Mon. Am I then grown ſo cheap, juſt to be made 
A common Stake, a Prize for Love in jeſt ? 
Was not Coftalio very loth to yield it, 
Or was it Polydor&s unruly Paſſion. 

That heighten'd the Debate? 


' 
' 


Page. 


"ESI — |} 


PP 


Oh but I love him: There's the Rock will wrack mel 


I leave you as becomes me, and withdraw. 


That I muſt go 


Well, my Lord Polydore, I guefs your Buſineſs, 


Or dying Mep an hour of added Lite, 
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Poge. The Fault was Polydorc's. 
Caſtalio play'd with Love, and ſmiling ſhew'd 
The Pleaſure, not the Pangs of his Peſire. 
He ſaid no Woman's Smiles thould buy his Freedom 
And Marriage is a mortifying Thing. 
Mon. Then Iam ruin'd if Coſ#aliv's falſe. 
Where is there Faith and Honour to be found: 
Ye ods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Weak 3 protect, and take me to your Care. 


Why was I made with all my Sexes Softneſs, 
Yet, want the Cunning to conceal its Folhes ? 
Il fee Caſtalio, tax him with his Falſhoois, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteit my Wrongs; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him (till. 
Enter Caſtalio and Polydore. | 
He comes, the Conqueror comes! lye ſtill, my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. 05 
Caſt. Madam, my Brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly, 


Mon. My Lord Caſtalio ! 

Caſt. Madam | 

Mon. Have you purpos'd 
To abuſe me palpably ? What means this Uſage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone? 

Caſt. He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of Importance 
Calls me away, I muſt attend my Father. 

Mon, Will you then leave me thus ? 

Caſt. But for a Moment. | 
Mon. It has been otherwiſe ; the Time has been, 
When Buſineſs might have ſtay'd, and I been heard. 
Caf. I could forever here thee ; but this Time 

Matters of ſuch odd Circumſtances preſs me, 


Mon. Then go, and if't be poſſible ſor ever. 


And read the Ill-natur'd Purpoſe in your Eves. 
Pol. If to deſire you more than Miſers Wealth, 


CE. It 
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My Mother's Virtues, and m y Father's Honour. 


If ſofteſt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true 
Than ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain'd, 
Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. 


Mon. Talk not of Love, mv Lord, 1 muſt not bear it, : 


Pol. Who can behold ſuch Peauty., and be {lent 2 
Deſire firſt taught us Words: Man, when created, 
At firſt alone long wonder'd up and down, 

Forlorn, and ſilent as his Vallal-beails ; | 
But when a Heav*n-born Maid, like you appear'd, 
strange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, and lir'd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love. 

Mon. The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt; 

They were the only Objects of each other, 

Therefore he courted her; and her alone : 

But in this peopled World of Beauty, where 
There's roving Room, where vou m: 5 court, and ruin 
A thouſand more, why need you talk to me ? 

Pol. Oh! 1 could talk to thee for ever : Thus 
Eternally admiring fix and gaze 
On thoſe dear Eyes; for every Clance they ſend 
Darts through my Soul, and almoti gives Enjoyment. 

Mon. How can you labour thus for my undo:ng ? 
T muſt confeſs indeed, I owe vou more 
Than ever I can hope to think to pay. 

There always was a Friendſhip 'twixt our Families 
And therefore when my tender Parents dd, 

Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 
Your Father's Pity, and his Bounty, took me, 


A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his Care. 


Pol. "Twas Heav'n ordain'd it fo, to make me happy. 


Hence with this peeviſh Virtue, 'tisa Cheat, 


And thofe who taught it firit were Hypocrites. 
ome. theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for vielding. 
Mon, Here on myKnees by Heav'ns blett Power I fe eur, 
[K; cels. 
If you perſiſt, I ne'er henceforth will * vou, 


But rather wander through the World a Eeggar, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mews Doors; 


For though to Fortune loſt, I'11 ill inherit 
Fol. 
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From the deftro-ing Wiles of faithleſs Men. 
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Pol. Intolerable Vanity! Vour Sex 

Was never in the Right; v'are always falſe, 

Or ſilly, even your Dreſles are not more 

Funtaitick than your Appetites: You think 

Of nothing twice: Opinion vou have none. 

To Da y'are nice, to Morrow not fo free; 

Now ſinile, then frown 5 now forrowtul, then glud; 


Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why? 


Virtue you aifc:t, Inconſtancy's your Practice, 
And when your looſe Delires once get Dominion, 
No hungry Churl feeds courſer at a Feait 
Every rank Fool gots GOWN ——— 

Mon Indeed, mv Lord. | 
I own my Sexes Follies; I have 'em all, 
And toavoidits Fault, muit flv from vou: 
Therefore, believe me, could you raiſe me high 
As molt fantaitick Woman's With could reach, 
And lav all Nature's Riches at my Feet : 
I'd rather run a Savage in the Woods 
Among brute Beaſts, grow wrinkledand deform'd, 
As Wildneſs and moſt rude Neglect could make me. 
So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſafe | 
[ Exit. 
Pol. Who'd be that ſordid foolith Thing call'd Man, 
To cringe thus, tawn and flatter tor a Pleaſure, 
Which Bealls enjoy fo very much above him? 
The luity Bull ranges thro” all the Field, 
And from the Herd ſingling his Female vut, 
Enjovs her, and abandons her at Will. 
It all be ſo, Il yet poſſeſs my Love, 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours : 
Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart; 


Ith' ver Minute when her Virtue nods, 


Filruſh upon her in a Stor of Love, 
Feat down her guard of Honour all before me, 
durfeit on Joys till even Deſire grow ſick; 
Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, _ 
And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 
: | | | Ex, Poel. and Page. i 
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It is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
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ACT EB SCENTE L 
Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendants, 


; 
Fa 
4 


Acaſt. Day has been a Day of glorious Sport. 
When you, Caſta/io, and vour Brother left 
Forth from the Thickets ruſh*d another Boar, (me 


So large, he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Eriſtles rais'd up high. 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back; 


Foaming he came at me, where 1 was poſed, 


Beſt to obſerve which wav he'd lead the Chace, 
Whetting his huge long Tusks, and gaping wide, 
As if he already had me for his Prev; 
Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this cold exccuting Arm, 1 {truck 
The uz1vy brindled Montler to the Keart. 
Caſt, The Actions of your Life were always wondrous, 
Acaſft. No Flattery, Boy! an honeſt Man can't live by't, _ 
Uſe to cajole and foiten Fools withal : | 
If thou hait Flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with't, 
Or fend it to a Court, for there *twill thrive, 
Pol. Why there ? | 
Acaſt. Tis, next ta Money, currant there 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms 
As there are forts of Vanities, and Men; | 
The ſuperſtitious States-man has his Sneer [ 
To ſmooth a poor Man off with that can't bribe him 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſoot hs 
The Humouriſt, and will needs adwire his Wit. * 
Who without Spleen could fee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt | 


Thanking a furl Doctor for his Sermon, 


Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze him by the Hand, and praiſe his good Complexion! + 
Hol. Courts are the Places where belt Manners flourith; 


Wet bing ought te rife, and Fouls ng 
| | 4 | lake 
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And ride him to Advantage as I pleaſe ? 


:C 3 the Camp, 


That een would cut their Throats, 
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Make ſhow. Whv ſhould I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
To ſee a giwdv Coxcomb ſhine, when I 
Have {een enough to ſooth him in his Follies, 


Acaſt. Who merit ought indeed to riſe i'th* World, 


put no wile Man that's honeſt ſhould expect. 


What Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 
To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 
And Forms of Buſine(s, force a grave ſtartch'd Face, 
When he's a very Libertine in's Heart? 
geem not ty know this or that Man in publick, 
When privately perhaps they meet together, 
And la the Scene of fame brave Fellow's Ruin. 
such things are done 

Caſt. Your i.ordſhip's Wrongs have been 
So gre. t, that vou with Juſtice may complain; 
Put ſuffer us. whoſe vounger Minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair: 
Were the a common Mittreſs, kind to all. 
Her Worth would ceaſe, and half the World grow idle. 

Acaſt. 20 to, „are Fools, and know me not; ['ve learnt 
Long lince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn my Wrongs, 
According to the Value of the Doer. 
Es 1 50th would fain be Freat, and to that end 

ire to do Things worthy your Ambition. 
Preſerment's nobleſt Mart, 
Where Roneu cught to have the faireſt Play, you?li 
Corruption, 2 Diſcontent and Faction, _ (ud 
Almoſt in ev "ry Band: How many Men 
Hive f. ent their Flood in their dear Country's Service, 
Yet now ;.ine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, 
vw hom now they 
fawil on, 

Like de dle Locuſls eat the Honey up 
Which thoſe induitrious Bees fo hardiy toiPd for? 

Cat. Theſe Precepts ſuit not with my active Mind, 
Meth inks J would be buke. 

Fol. Yo would J, 
Not lo: zer ont my Life at Home, and know 
Ag ther dan one Proſpeg gives me leaves 


Araſt. 
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Acaſt. Buſie your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men: 
Learn how to value Merit tho? in Rags, 

And ſcorn a proud ill-manner*d Knave in Office. 
| Enter Serina, Monimia, and Maid. 

Ser. Mo Lord, my Father! 

Acaſt. Bleſfings on my Child, 

My little Cherub, what haſt thou to ask me ? 

Ser. I bring vou, Sir, molt giad and welcome News: 
The Young Chamont, whom you've ſo often with'd for, 
Is juſt arriv'd and entring. 

Acaſt. By my Soul, 

And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome; 

Let me receive him like his Father's Friend. 
Enter Chamont. 

Welcome, thin Reli& of the beit-lov'd Man, 

Welcome from all the Turmoils, and the Hazards 

Of certain Danger, and uncertain Fortune ; 


Welcome as happy Tidings after Fears. 


Cham. Words would but wrong theGratitude I owe you, 
Should I begin to ſpeak, my Soul's ſo full, 
That I jhould talk of nothing elſe all Day. 
Mon. My Brother ! 

Cham. Oh my Siſter ! let me hold thee 
Long in my Arms, I've not beheld thy Face 
Theſe many Days: by Night I've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and ſatisfied my Soul 
With fancy'd Joys, till Morning Cares awak'd me. 
Another Sitter ! ſure it mutt be ſo? 
Tho' I remember well, I had but one: 
But I feel ſomething in my Heart that prompts, 
And tells me ſhe has Claim and Intereſt there. 

Acaft. Young Soldier, you? ve not only ſtudy'd War, 

Courtſhip I fee has been vour Practice too, 
And may not prove unwelcome to mv Daughter. 

Cham. Is ſhe vour Daughter? then my Heart told 
And I'm at lcail her Brother by Adoption: (truc! 
For you have made your ſeif to me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have leave to love her. 

Ser. Moir, thou haſt told me Men are falſe, 
Wil flatter, foign, and make an Art of Love: 
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Is Chamont ſo? No, ſure he's more than Man, 
Something that's near Divine and Truth dwells in him. 
Act. Thus happy, who would envy pompous Power; 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities ? | 
Let there be Joy through all the Houſe this Day 
In every Room let Plenty flow at large, 
It is the Birth-dav of my Royal Maſter. | 
vou have not viſited the Court, Ciamont, 
Since your Return? | 
Chem. I have no Buſineſs there, 
I have net ſlaviſh Tempcrance enough 
T*attend a Favourite's Heels, and watch his Smiles; 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, | 
And thank the Lord that wrong'd me, for his favour. 
Acaſt. This you could do. 5 | Io his Sons, 
Caft. Pd ſerve my Prince. 
Acaſt. Who'd ſerve him? 
Caſt, I would, my Lord. 
Pol. And I; both would. 
Acaſt, Away! 35 
He needs not any Servants ſuch as you! 
Serve him! he merits more than Man can do! 
He is ſo good, Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth: 
So merciful, ſure he neꝰer flept in Wrath; 
so juſt, that were he but a private Man, | 
He could not do a Wrong, How would you ſerve him ? 
Caft. I'd ſerve him with my Fortune here at home, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars, 
Witch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 
Pol. Die for him, | 
As every True-born loyal Subject ovght. | 
Acaſt. Let me embrace you both. Now by the Souls 
Of my brave Anceltors, I'm truly happy; 
For this be ever ble(t my Marriage-day, 
Blelt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And double bleſt be that auſpicious Hour 
That gave ye Birth, Ves, my aſpiring Boys, 
Ye ſhall have Buſineſs 3 when your Matter wants you, 
You cannot ſerve a nobler ; I have ſerv?d him 3 
In this old Body yet the Marks remain 


Of 
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Of many Wounds. I've with this Tongue proclaimd 
His Right, ev'n in the Face of rank Rebellion; 
And when a foubmouth'd Traytor once protan*d 
His ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 
Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, 
I ruſh'd and clove the Rebel to the Cbine. 1 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, the ex petted Guelis are jull arriv?®d. 
Acaſt. Go you, and give dem Welcome and Reception, 
Cham. My Lord, I ſtand in need of vour Aflilttance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Ronour. 
&{caft. Spoke like the Son of that brave Man I lov'd ; 
So freely friendly we convers'd toget her. 
What e'er it be with Confidence impart it. 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword. 


Cham. I dare not doubt your Friendſhip nor your Juſtice, 


Your Bounty ſhewn to what I hold molt dear, 
My Orphan Sitter, muſt not be forgotten! 
Acaft. Prithee, no more of that; it zrates mv Nature. 


Cham. When our dear Parents dy'd, they dy 'd together, 


One Fate ſurpriz'd em, and one Grave receiv'd em: 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd 

Her to my Love: My Mother, as the lay 
Languiſhing by him, call'd me to her Side, 


Took me in her fainting Arms, wept, and embrac'd me, 


hen preſt me clofe, and as ſhe obterv'd my Tears, 
Kiſt em away laid ſhe, Chamont my Son, 

By this and a}l the Love 1 ever ſhew ed t hee, 

Be careful of Moximia, watch her Youth, 

Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour : 3 


Perhaps kind Heaven may raife ome Friend. Then | 
Kiſt me again; ſo bleſt _, and expir'd. (figh'd, | 


Pardon my Grief. 
Acaſt. It ſpeaks an honeſt Nature, 


Cham. The Friend Heav'n rais'd was YOU, You took ber | 
An Infant to the defart World * (up 


And prov'd another Parent. 
Acaſt. Pve not wrong*d her. 
Cham. Far be it from my Fears, 
Acaſt. Then why this Argument ? 


Cham, 
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Diſtruſt vou me? 
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Pham. My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll bear 
Acaſt. Go on. | Es (it. 
Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly: 

Good Offices claim Gratitude; and Pride, 

where Power is wanting, will uſurp a little, 

Make us (rather than be thought behind-hand) 

Pay over-price. 
Acaſt. I cannot gueſs your Drift; 
Cham. No. but I fear her Weakneſs 

May make her pay a Debt at any rate; 


And to deal freely with your Lordſhip's Goodneſs, 


Pve heard a Story lately much diſturbs me. (found 
Acaſt. Then firſt charge her; and if th'Offence be 
Within my reach, tho' it ſhould touch my Nature, 


In my own Off-ſpring, by the dear Remembrance 


Of thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoyc'd in, 
I'd proſecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance. | 

Cham. I thank you from my Soul. 

Mon. Alas, my Brother ! 

What have I done? and why do you abuſe me? 
My Heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face 
And clouded Brow, methinks I ſee my Fate; 
You will not kill me! | 

Cham. Prithee, why doſt talk ſo? 

Mon. Look kindly on me then, I cannot bear 
Severity, it daunts, and does amaze me? | 
My Heart's ſo tender, ſhould you charge me rough 
I ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with ſobbing. 
But uſe me gently like a loving Brother, | 
And ſearch thro? all the Secrets of my Soul. 

Cham. Fear nothing, 1 will ſhew my ſelf a Brother, 
A tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother. | 
Y*ave not forgot our Father? 

Mon. I ſhall never. | 

Cham, Then you'll remember too, he was a Man 
That liv'd up to the Standard of his Honour, | 
And priz'd that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth: 
He'd not have done a ſhameful Thing but once, 

Tho? kept in Darkneſs from the World, and hidden, 
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He could not have forgiven it to himſelf; 


This was the only Portion that he left us; 
And I more glory in't, than if poſſeſt 


f Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. | V 
ii *Twas a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'dnicelyz 80 
i Now if by any Chance, Monimia. = 
| You have ſoil'd this Gem, and taken from its Value, W 
How will y?account with me? 4 
Mon. I challenge Envy, | 1 1. 
Malice and all the Practices of Hell, | 3 
To cenſure all the Actions of my paſt 11 

Unhappy Lite, and taint me if they can! | 
Cham. [I'll tell thee then; three Nights ago, as I T 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, 0 


A ſudden Damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat | 

Dew'd all my Face, and trembling ſeiz*d my Limbs, A 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains itarted, (0 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear?d | 
The Form of Thee, thus beauteous as thou art, 


Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand N 
A wanton Lover, which by turns careſs'd thee A 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure : T 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment == 
Darted it at the Fantome, ſtraight it left me: 11 


Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen! 1. 

I found my Weapon had the Arras pierced, | 

Juſt where that famous Tale was interwoven, 

How th*unhappy Thehan ſlew his Father. H 
Mon. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpected 7 

Becauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, © 


I muſt be tortur'd waking ! p 
ow Have a care ; V. 
Labour not to be juſtified too faſt: "FB 
n Hear all, and then let juſtice hold the Scale, = 
| What follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me : F A 
| Thro' a cloſe Lane, as I purſu'd my Journey, 1 
j And meditated on the laſt Night's V itton, | 1 
| I ſpx'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, | 
| Picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to her ſelf; Or 


Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; | 
E* | 8 wn . Cold 
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And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapt 

The tatter'd Remnant of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſe from the Cold; 
so there was nothing of a- piece about her: | 
Her lower Weeds were all o'er courſely patch*d 


With diff rent colour'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 


And ſeem'd to ſpeak Variety of Wretchedneſs ; 
I ask'd her of my Way, which ſhe inform'd me; 
Then crav'd my Charity, and bad me haſten 
To ſave a Siſter : At that word I flarted. 
Mon. The common Cheat of Beggars ev'ry Day! 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of Propheſie, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 
Cham. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia, 
As in it bore great Circumſtances of Truth; 
Caſftalio and Polydore, my Siſter, _ 
Mon. Hah ! . | 
Cham. What, alter'd ! does your Courage fail you? 
Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was honeſt ; 
' Anſwer me. if thou haſt not loſt to them 
Thv Honour at a ſordid Game, 
Mon. I will, | 
"I muit; ſo hardly my Misfortune loads me, 
That both have offer*d me their Love*s molt true. 
| Cham, And *tis as true too, they have both undone 
Mon Tho' they both with earneit Vows (thee, 
Have preit mv Heart, if e*er in Thought I yielded 
Io any but Caſtalio ; 
Cham. But Caſtalio! RY 


1 : 


Ves, I confeſs that he has won my Soul 

| By generous Love, and honourable Vows: 
Which he this Day appointed to compleat, 
And make himſelf by holy Marriage mine. 


Cham. Art thou then ſpotleſs ? haſt thou Rill preſerv'd 


Thy Virtue white, without a Blot, untainted ? 
Mon. When I'm unchaſte. may Heaven re ject my Pray' rs! 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 
Cham, Oh then, Menimia, art thou dearer to me 
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Cold Pilfie ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd, 


| Mon. Still will vou croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe ! 
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But then he loves her too; but not like me. 


For Bondage, Marriage-bonds, which I have ſworn 
To wear: It is'the only Thing 1 e'er 


Betray d to Love, and all its little Follies. 1 
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Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt Man, 1 
And let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin. 
Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 


4 


Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel and unconſtant : 3 
When a Man talks of Love, with Caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he?11 certainly deceive thee, 1 


I charge thee let no more Caſtalio ſooth t hee: 
Avoid it as thou would'ſt preſerve the Peace 
Of a poor Brother. 1 
Mon. Iwill! | 
Cham. Appear as cold when next you meet, as great 
When Merit begs, then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon (Ones 
His Heart will cool and his Pains grow eaſie. [EA. 
Mon. Ves, I will try him; torture him ſeverely; + 
For oh Caſtalio thou too much haſt wrong'd me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill Uſage. . 
He comes; and now for once, oh Love ſtand neuter : 
Whilſt a hard Part's perform'd ? For 1 mutt tem pt, 


Wound his ſoft Nature, tho“ my own Heart akes for't. 


| [ Exit. 

| Enter Caſtalio. | 
Caſt. Monimia, Monimia ! She's gone; 

And ſeem'd to part with Anger in her Eyes; 

I ama Fool, and ſhe has found my Weakneſs : 

She uſes me already like a Slave 

Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at will: 

?Twas not well done to trifle with my Brother : 

I might have truſted him with all the Secret, 

Open'd my filly Heart and ſhewn it bare. 


IT am a doating honeſt Slave, defign'd 


Hid from his Knowledge; and he'll ſure forgive | | 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend, 


| Enter Polydare, and Page at the Door. 
Pol. Here place yourſelf, and watch my Brother « hrough 
If he ſhould chance to meet Monimia. make (J 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 4 


Pai 
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' Paſs not one Circumſtance without remark : 5 

Fir, *tis your Office, do?t and bring me word. [Ex. Pol. 
Enter Monimia. 

Caſt. Monimia, my Angel, twas not kind 

Iyo0o leave me like a Turtle here alone, 

Io droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 

M hen thou art from me every Place is deſart, 

And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn; 

Thy Preſence only *tis can make me blelt, 

Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 

Mon. Oh the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
Tis thus the falſe Hya na makes her Moan, 
Io draw the pitying Traveller to her Den; 

+ Your Sex are ſo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, 
With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Womens Hearts, 
And all that pity you are made your Prey. 

Caſt. What means my Love? Oh! how have I deſerv*d 
This Language from the Sovereign of my Joys : 

t. Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia., for they tall 
4. Like baneful Dew from a diftemper'd Sky; 

I feel 'em chil me to the very Heart, . 

Mon. Oh ! you are falſe, Caſtalio, moſt forlorn 3 
Attempt no further to delude my Faith. 
My Heart is tixt, and you ſhall ſhake't no more. | 
Caſt. Who told you ſo? What Hell-bred Villain durſt 
Protane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? | 
Mon. Your Brother, knowing on whatTerms I'm here, 
Th* unhappy Object of your Father's Charity, 
Licentiouſly diſcours'd to me of Love, 
And durſt affront nie with his brutal Paſſion. 
Caft. *Tis I have been to blame, and only I, 
Falſe tomy Brother and unjuſt to Thce. | 
Poor, oh! he loves thee too, and this Day own'd it, 
| Taxt me with mine, and claim'd a Right above me. 
| Mon. And was your Love fo verv tame to thrink, 
| Or rather than loſe him abandon me ? | | 

, Caſt, I knowing him precipitate and raſh, 

Al To calm his Heat, and to conceal my Happineſs, 
„ Seem'dto comply with his unruly Wil; 
Talkt as he talkt, and granted all he ask'd; 
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Leſt he in Rage might have our Loves betray'd, 
And I for ever had Monimia loſt. 


Mon. Could you then? did you? can you own it too? 


*T was poorly done, unworthy of your ſelf; 
And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Caſt. I this Monimia ? ſurely no! till now 
I ever thought her Dove-like, ſoft and kind. 
Who truits his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt : 
You were made fair on purpoſe to undo us, 
Whilſt greedily we ſnatch th' alluring Bait, 
And ne'er diſtruſt the Poiſon that it hides. 

Mon. When Love ill-plac'd would find means to break. 
Caft. It never wants Pretences nor Excuſe. | 
Mon. Man wherefore was a Lord-like Creature made, 

Rough as the Winds, and as inconſtant too : 
A lofty AſpeR given him for Command, 
Eaſily ſoften'd when he would betray : 


Like conquering Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, 


Where you are pleas?d to forage for a while; 
But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. 

If ſo, Caſtalio, you have ſerv'd my Heart, 

J find that Deſolation's ſettled there, 

And I ſhall ne'er recover Peace again. | 
Caſt. Who can hear this, and bear an equal Mind! 
Since you will drive me from you, I muſt go; 5 

But, oh! Monimia, when th' haſt baniſh'd me, 

No creeping Slave, tho? traftable and dull, 

As artful Woman for her Ends would chuſe, 

Shall ever dote as I have done: For oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure or my Pain can tell, 

'Tis Heaven to have thee, and without thee Hell. 
Mon. Caſtalio! Stay | We muſt not part. I find 

My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in a Pace. 

Theſe little Quarrels Love muſt needs forgive, | 

They rouſe up drowſie Thoughts, and wake my Soul. 

Oh! charm me with the Mulick of thy Tongue; 


I'm neꝰer fo bleſt, as when I hear thy Vows, 


And liſten to the Language of thy Heart, 


faſt. 
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Caſt. Where am I ! ſurely Paradiſe is round me 
Sweets planted by the Hand of Heav'n grow here, 
And everv Senſe is full of thy Perfection. ; 

To hear thee ſpeak might calm a mad Man's Frenzy, 
„Till by Attention he forgot his Sorrows; : 

But to behold thy Eyes, th' amazing Beauties 
Might make him Rage again with Love, as I do. 

To touch thee's Heav'n, but to enjoy thee, oh! 

Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece! 


As its own Beauty it deſign'd thee fair; 
And form'd thee by the beſt-belov'd Angel there. 


Sure framing thee Heav'n took unuſal Care, 2 
tal 
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e r M 
Enter Polydore, and Page. 


Pol. NX ER E they ſo kind? Expreſs it to me all 
In Words, 'twill make me think I ſaw it too. 
Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal Foes; 
Monimia rag*d Caſtalio grew difturb'd, 
Each thought the other wrong?d, yet both ſo haughty, 
They ſcorn'd Submiſſion, tho? Love all the while 
The Rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contain'd 
Hol. But what ſucceeded ? 
Page. Oh 'twas wond'rous pretty! 
For of a ſudden all the Storm was patt, 
A gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it; 
Mozimia ſigh'd and bluſht, Caſtalio ſwore; 
As you, my Lord, 1 well remember, did 
To my young Siler in the Orange-grove, 
When I was firſt preferr'd to be your Page. 5 
Fol. Happy Caſtalio ! Now by my great Soul, 
M* ambitious Soul, that languiſhes to Glory, 
I'll have her yet, by my beſt Hopes I will. 
She ſhall be mine in ſpite of all her Arts. 
Put for Caſtalio why was I refus'd ? 


1 


— —— ———e — — — 


Boy 


Womens Hy pocriſies, their ſubtil Wiles, 


As with his Gueſts he ſat in Mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the Gobling round the joyful Board, 
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Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul play, 
Traduc'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not do't. 
It muſt be ſo: We parted, and he met her, 
Half to compliance brought by me, ſurpriz'd 
Her finking Virtue till-the yielded quite: 

So Poachers baſely pick up tir'd Game, 
Whilſt-the fair Hunter?s cheated of his Prey. 


Page. My Lord! 
Pol. Go to your Chamber and prepare your Lute; 
Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 


Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies, 
Their painted Outſides, and corrupted Minds, | 
The Sum of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods. 
Enter Servant. | 
Serv. Oh the unhappieit Tidings Tongue e*er told! 
Pol. The Matter ! 
Serv. Oh ! your Father, my good Maſter, 


A ſudden Trembling ſeiz'd on all his Limbs; 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; his Viſage pale ! 
His Speech forſook him; Life itſelf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 
Enter Acaſto leaning on two. 
Acaſt. Support me, give Air, I'll yet recover; 
Twas but a Slip decaying Nature made, 
For ſhe grows weary near her Journeys end. 
Where are my Sons ? came near, my Polydore ; 
Your Brother! where's Caſtalio 
Serv. mv Lord, 
I've ſearch'd, as you commanded, all the Houſe, 
He and Monimia are not to be found. $3 
Acaſt. Not to be found! then where are all my Friends! 


I hope they'll Pardon an unhappy Fault ('tis well, | 


M' unmannerly Infirmity has made 

Death could not come in a more welcome Hour, 
For I'm prepar'd to met him, and methinks 

Would live and die with all my Friends about me, 


ö Pi 


Enter 
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Enter Caſtalio. 


Coſt. Angels preſerve my deareſt Father's Life, 


Bleſs it with long and uninterrupted Days ! 
Oh! may he live till Time itſelf decay, 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I offend him! 


Acaſt. Thank you, Caſtalio; give me both your Hands, 
And bear me up, I'd walk: So now methinks | 


I appear as great as Hercules himſelf, 

Supported by the Pillars he had ras'd. 
Caſt. My Lord, your Chaplain. 
Acaſt. Let the good Man enter. 


| Chap. Heav'n guard your Lordſhip, and reftore your | 
Acaſt. 1 have provided for thee if I die. (Health, 


No fawning ! *tis a Scandal to thy Office. 

My Sons, as thus united, ever live, „ 
And for the Eſtate, you'll find when I am dead 
I have divided it betwixt you both 

Equally parted, as you ſhar*d my Love; 

Only to ſweet Monimia I've bequeath'd 

Ten thouſand Crowns, a little Portion for her, 
To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. 


Be not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers; ſhun 


The Man that's fingular, his Mind's unſound, 
His Spleen o'erweighs his Brains; but above all 


Avoid the Politick, the factious Fool, 
The buſie, buzzing, talking, harden*d Knave; 


Ihe quaint ſmooth Rogue, that Sins againſt his Reaſon 
Calls ſaucy loud Suſpicion, publick Zeal, 


ds! 
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And Mutiny the Dictates of his Spirit: 


Be very careful how ye make new Friends. 
Men read not Morals now, *twas a Cuſtom, 


| Butallare to their Father's Vices born: 


And in their Mother's Ignorance are bred. 
Let Marriage be the laſt mad Thing ye do, 
For all the Sins and Follies of the paſt. 
If you have Children, never give them Knowled 


Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Toleration, 
And laugh ye out on't; never ſhew Religion, 
| 4 | 


* ge 
| 'Twill ſpoil their F ortune, Fools are all the Faſhions 
If you've Religion, keep it to your ſelves, 


Except 
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Except ye mean to paſs for Knaves of Conſcience, 


And cheat believing Fools that think ye honelt. | Sh 
| Enter Serina. | N. 
Ser. My Father! : Tl 
Acaſt. My Heart's Darling! | jo 
Ser. Let my Kees | | T1 
Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let my Eyes have reſt, | 
But wake and weep till Heav'n reſtore m Father! | 
Acaſt. Riſe to my Arms, and thy k.nd Prayers are ay. 
For thou'rt a wond*rous Extract of al! Goodneſs, (ſwer'd, Ar 
Born for my Joy, and no Pain's felt when near thee, ; 
Chamont ! © | | | * 
Enter Chamont. 1 
Cham. My Lord, may't prove not an unlucky Omen: 1 
Many I ſee are waiting round about you, | 
And I am come to ask a Bleſſing too. M 
Acaſt. May ſt thou be happy! Fo 
Cham, Where ? | 1 
Acaſt. In all thy Wiſhes ! 
Cham. Confirm me ſo, and make this fair one mine. 
I am unpractis'd in the Trade of Court ſhi p, le 
And know not how to deal Love ont with Art; Tt 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt like thoſe in War, G0 


Fieree, reſolute, and done with all the Force; 
So I would open my whole Heart at once, F: 
And pour out the Abundance of my Soul. : 
Acaſt. What favs Seriaa ? canit thou love a Soldier? 
One born to Honour and to Honour bred ; | 
One that has learn'd to treat ev*n Foes with Kindnels ; 
To wrong no good Man's Fame. nor praite himſelf. _ T; 


Ser. Oh! name not Love, for that is ally'd to Joy, | To 
And Joy muſt bea Stranger to my Heart ; 
When you're in Danger. May Chamont?*s good Fortune | ( 

Render him lovely to ſome happier Maid! 
Whilſt I at friendly Diſtance ſee him bleſt, hs 
Praiſe the kind (ods, and wonder at his Virtues. _| o 

Acaſt. Chamont, purſue her, conquer and polſeſs her, Fo. 
And, as my Son, a third of all my Fortune 1 
Shall be thy Lot. | Ha 


But keep thy Eyes from wandring, Man of Frailty, 
Eeware the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton, Shu 


ohun their Enticements; Ruin like a Vulture 

| Waits on their Conquells: Falſhood too's their Buſineſs, 
The put falſe Beauty off to all the World; 

Uſe falſe Endearments to the Fools that love 'em, 

And when thev marry, to their lilly Husbands 

The bring falſe Virtue. broken Fame, and Fortune. 


For anv Blcfling I could wiſh for. 


And I methinks begin to fee] new Health. 


ne | 
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. 
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Are you vet ſatisfied that I am your Friend? ( you. 


Find out new Pleaſures, and redeem loſt Time. 


: "Tis yet too ſoon to fleep, and 'twill be Charity 


* * 


Have you had long Dependence on this Family? 
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Mon. Hear vou that, my Lord? 
Pol. Ves, my fiir Monitor, old Men always talk thus, 
Acaſt. Cnamont, vou told me of ſome Doubts that preſt 


Cam. M Lord I would not loſe that Satisfaction 


As to mv Fears, already I have loſt 'em? 

They ne*er ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you. 
Acaſt. T thank you. Daughter you mult do ſo too. 

My Friends ?tis late, 

For my Diſorder feems all paſt and over. 


Caſt. Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite, 

Acaſt. Yes, I'll to Bed; old Men mutt humour Weak- 
Let me have Muſick then to lull and chaſe (neſs. 
This melancholy Thought of Death away. 
Good-night ! my Friends, Heav'n guard ye all! Good- 
To Morrow early we'll ſalute the Day, (night! 


Ex. all but Chamont and Chaplain. 
Cham. Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Gravity, a Word with you. 
Chap, With, me, Sir? 
Cham. If you're at leiſure, Sir? we'll waſte an Hour, 


To lend your Converſation to a Stranger, | 
Chap, Sir, you are a Soldier ? il 
Cham, Ves. | 
Chap. I love a Soldier, 


| 
And had been one my ſelf, but my Parents „ | | | 
| Would make me what you ſee of me; yet I am honeſt ll 

| | | 


For all I wear Black. 
Cham. And that's a Wonder. 
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Spent pleaſantly, My Lord's not haughty nor im * 
Nor I gravely whimſical; he has good Nature, 

And I have Manners : 

His Sons too are civil to me, becauſe 

I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 

I meddle with no Man's Buſineſs but my own 3 

I riſe in a Morning early, I ſtudy moderately, 

Eat and drink chearfully, live ſoberly, 

Take my innocent Pleaſures freely, 


Chap. I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my Time's 


So meet with Reſpett, and am not the Jeſt of the Family | 


Cham. I'm glad you are fo happy. 
A pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſeful. 
Knew you my Father, the old Chamont ? 
Chap. I did, and was moſt ſorry when we loſt him. 


Cham, Why? didſt thou love him? (ſter's Friend. 


Chap. Every Body lov'd him; beſides, he was my Ma- 
Cham. I could embrace thee for that very Notion, 
Ik thou didſt love my Father, I could think 


Thou wouldft not be an Enemy y to me. 


Chap. I can be no Man's Foe. 
Cam. Then prithee tell me; 
Think' ſt thou the Lord Caſtalio loves my Siſter ? 3 
Nay. never ſtart. Come, come, I know thy Office 
Opens thee all the Secrets of the F. amily. 
Then if thou art honeſt, uſe this Freedom kindly. 
Chap. Love your Siſter . 
Cham. Ay, Love her. | 
Chap. Sir. I never ask'd him, | 
And wonder you ſhould ask it me. 


Cham. Nay, but th'art an Hypocrite ; is there not one | 


Of all thy Tribe that's honeft in your Schools ? 
The Pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves: 


Ve all live loathſome, ſneaking, ſervile Lives; 


Not free enough to praktife generous Truth, 
Tho” ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Cap. I would deſerve a better Thought from you. 
Cham. If thou would'ſt have me not contemn thy Othce 
And Character, think all thy Brethren Knaves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat. and thou its worſt Profeſſor; 


Inform nie; for I tell then, Prieſt, I'll know, Chap, 
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Who are not to be truſted with the Secret. 


Io truſt vou with my Ruin. 
Juſt ſo do all Bawds look; nay, Bawds, they ſay, 


Art thou a Bawd ?- 


— a 
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| Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong'd her. 
Cham. How wrong'd her? have a care : For this may 
A Scene of Miſchief to undo us all. (lay 
But tell me, wrong?*d her, ſaid'ſt thou? | 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. | 
Cham. This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune: 
What ſhall I give thee for t? Thou dear Phyſician 
Of fickly Souls, unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine—— | 
| Chap. I would hide nothing from you willingly. 
Cham. Nay. then again thou'rt honeſt, Would'ſt thou 
Chap. Yes, if ] durſt. _-: (tell me? 
Cham. Why, what affrights thee ? | 
Chap. You do, 


Cham. Why, I am no Fool. 
Chap. So indeed you ſay. 
Cham. Prithee, be ſerious then, 
Chap. You ſeel am fo, 
And hardly ſhall be mad enough to Night, 


Cham. Art thou then | 
So far concern'd in't? What has been thy Office? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face ! 


Can pray upon Occaſion, talk of Heav?n, 
Turn up their gogling Eye-balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prieſt. 


Chap. Sir, I'm not often us'd thus. 

Cham. Be juſt then. 

Chap. So I be to the Truſt 
That's Jaid upon me. 

Cham. By the reverenc*d Soul 
Of that great honeft Man that gave me Being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my Honour, 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy Wrong, 3 
May this good Sword ne*er do me Right in Battle! 
May I ne*er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind 
That dwells in good and pious Men, like thee ! 


| Cha 5. 5 
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Chap. I ſee your Temper's mov'd, and I will truſt you, | 
| Cham. Wilt thou? 
Il! Chap. I vill; but if it ever ſcape you 
Cham. It never ſhall. | 
| Chap. Swear then. 
1 Cham. I do by all 
1 That's dear to me, by th' Honour of my Name, 
li And that Power I ſerve, it never ſhall. | | 
= Chap. Then this good Day, when all the Houſe was 
8 When Mirth and kind rejoicing fill*d each Room, (buſie, 
As 1 was walking in the Grove 1 met them. 
' "Cham, What! met them in the Grove together? tell me 
| N How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying? hah! 
1 Chap. I by her own Appointment met them there, 
_ Receiv'd their Marriage Vows, and join'd their Hands, 
il Cham, How ! marry'd ! 
Clap. Ves, Sir. 
| Cham. Then my Soul's at Peace: 
11 But why would you delay ſo long to give it? 
if Cham. Not knowing what Reception it may find 
With old Acaſto; may be I was too cautious 
To trult the Secret from me. 
Cham, What's the Cauſe. | | 
T cannot gueſs, tho” tis my Siſter's Honour, 
I do not like this Marriage, 
Huddl'd i'the Dark, and done at too much a Venture: 
The Buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. 
Keep till the Secret; for it ne'er ſhall ?ſcape me, 
Not evꝰ'n to them, the new match'd Pair. Farewel. | 
Believe my Truth. and know me for thy Friend. | Exeurt. 
Enter Caſtalio, and Monimia. | | 
Caft. Young Chamont, and the Chaplain ! ſure 'tis | 
No matter what's contriv'd or who conſulted, (they! 
Since my Monimia's mine; tho' this fad Look 
Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs, 
_ Elfe, prithee, tell me why that Look caſt down? 
Why that ſad Sigh as if thy Heart were breaking ? 
Mon. Caftalio, Tam thinking what we've done. 
The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd to Day! 


Fest 
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For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 


And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 

As the good Prieft pronounc'd the Sacred Words, 

Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, 

Tears drown'd my Eyes, and trembling ſeiz'd my Soul. 
What ſhould that mean ? 

Caſt. Oh thou art tender all ! 

Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature ! 

When a ſud Story has been told, I've ſeen | 
Thy little Breaſts, with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 


2 Shove u |} and down, and heave like dy ing Birds „ 


But now let Fear be baniſh'd, think no more 
Of Danger, for there's Safety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee : Heav n grow jealous now ; 
Sure {he's too good for any Mortal Creature! 
I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madnefs, 
But wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs ? 
The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace; 
Jo Bed my Love, and wake till I come thither. | 
Pol. So hot, my Brother ? [ Polydore at the Door, 
Mon. Twill be impoſſible: 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him, 
C:ſt. Impoſſible ! impoſſible! alas! 
Is't poſſible to live one Hour without thee? 
Let me behold thoſe Eyes, they'll tell me Truth, 
Haſt thou no longing ? Art thou ſtill the ſame 
Cold, icy Virgin? no th'art alter'd quite. 
Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes. 
Mon, Tis but one Night, my Lord; I pray be rul'd; 
Caſt. Try if th'haſt Power to ſtop a flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tem peſt make the Seas be calm; 1 
And when that's done III conquer my Deſires. 
No more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the Sign? 
When ſhall I come? For to mv Joys I'll feal 
As if I ne*er had paid my Freedom for them. 
Mon. Juſt three ſoft Strokes upon the Chamber-door: 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word; for if you ſhould, 
"Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray'd. 


Caſt, 


Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 


Ho does our 
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Caſt. Oh ! doubt it not, Monimia ; our Joys 


Shall be as ſilent as the Extatick Bliſs 


Of Souls, that by Intelligence converſe: 


4 


Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r diſtolv'd: 


Away, my Love; firit take this Kiſs. Now haſte, y 


J long for that to come, yet grudge each Minute paſt. f 

[ Ex. Mon. 

My Brother wandring too ſo late this way! | 
Pol. Caftalio ! 

Caſt. My Polydore, how doft thou? | 

Fees” ? is he well recover'd ? 

Pol. I left him happily repos'd to Reit; 

He's ſtill as gay as if his Life were young. | 

But how does fair Monimia? | 

Caſt. Doubtleſs well. 


A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleasꝰd 


Is always joyful, and her Mind in Healtb. 
Pol. Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ſtill ſhe was? 


"May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould ? 


| Caſt. She*s not Woman elſe: 

Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping; 
We've in a barren Deſart ſtray'd too long. 

Pol. Vet may Relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the F eld. 
Met ye to Day? 

Caſt. No, the has Bill avoided me, 

Her Prother too is Jealous of her grown, 


And has been hinting ſomething to my Father; | 
I wiſh I'd never meddled with the mm 4 


And would enjoin thee, Polydore 
Pol. To what ? 
Caſt. To leave this peeviſh Peauty to her ſelf. 
Pol. What, quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit my Poſt 
In fight, and like a Coward run away. 


No, by my Stars, I'll chaſe her till ſhe yields | 
To me. or meets her Reſcue in another. ] 


Caſt. Nay. ſhe has Beauty thit might ſhake the Leagues | 
Of mighty Kings, and ſet the World at odds; | 


But | 


F oe ood e one cal >: 
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Put I have wondrous Reaſons on my Side, 
That would perſw:le thee, were they known. 
Pol. Then ſpeik em. 
What are they 2 Came ve to her Window here 
To learn e now? Caſtalio, have a care; 
Uſe honeſt Deuling with your Friend and Erother. 
Felieve me, I'm not with my Love fo blinded, 
Put can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me, 
Quit your Pretences to her. 
_ Coſt. Grant I do; 
You love Capitulations, Polydore, | 
And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 
Pol. You ſay, you've Reaſons. Why are they con- 
- Coſt. To Morrow I may tell you. (ceal'd 2 
It is a Matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 
As I mu{t well conſult e'er I reveal: 
But. prithee, ccafe to think I would abuſe thee, 
Till more be known. | | 
Pol. When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe 
To meet Monimia unknown to me, 


And then deny it ſflaviſhlv, I'll ceaſe 


To think Caſtalio faithlets to his Friend. 

Did I not fee you part this very Moment? 
Caſt. It ſeems you've watch'd me then? 
Pol. I ſcorn the Office. oe 
Caſt. Prithee, avoid a Thing thou may'ſt repent, 


Fol. That is Agenceforward making Leagues with you. 


Caſt, Nay, if yare angry, Polydore, Good-night. [ Exit, 
Pol. Good-night, Caſtalio, it v'are in ſuch Halle, 


He little thinks I've overheard th' Appointment : 


But to his Chamber?*s gone to wait a while, 
Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love. 
This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes, 

Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 

Oh! for a Means now how to counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy elder Brother, 

In every thing we do, or undertake. 

He ſoars above me, mount what Height I Can, 
And keeps the Start he got of me in Eirth, 
Cordelio ! EO. 


F Entes 


Enter Page. N 
Page. My Lord ! l 
Pol. 1 hither, Bos. dh. 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lving Face, Bu 
| And may'ſt in Time exped Preferment; canlt thou 1 
| Pretend to Secreſie, cajole and flatter | 
| Thy Maſter's Follies, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures ? F- To 
| Page. My Lord I could do any thing for you, I” 
| And ever be a verv faithful Boy. W. 
{ Command, what e'er's your Pleaſure 1'1] obſerve. | Ju 
| Ee it to run, or to watch; or to convey | Bu 
A Letter to a beauteous Lady's Boſom 1 
At leaſt I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould Je: arn. 1 
Pol. Tis pity then thou ſhould'tt not be employ'd, | W 
Go to my Brother. he's in's Chamber now | 0 
Undreſſing, and preparing for his Reſt; | A 
Il Find out ſome Means to kcep him up a while : Pl 
'F Tell him a pretty Story that may pleate |. A 
bit His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: D 
1 If he ſhould ask of thee, tell him I'm gone 
1 To Eed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure 
1 | Whether he'll hunt to Morrow, Well faid, Po!ydore, 


Diſſemble with thy Brother: That's one Point. 
But do not leave him 'til he's in his Bed; 


Or if he chance to walk again this way. H 

Follow and do not quit him, but ſeem fond 

To do him little Offices of Service. | 87 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then Y 
" Retire, and wait 'til I come in. Away: ; 1 


Succeed in this, and be emplos'd again. 

Page. Doubt not, my Lord, he has been always kind 
To me; would often fet me on his Knees ; N 
Then give me Sweet-meats, call me pretty Bow, 1 
| And ask'd me what the Maids talkt of at Nights. 

1 Pol. Run quickly then, and proſperous be thy Wiſhes, | I. 

[Exit Page.] L 
| Here I'm alone and fit for Miſchief ; now . 

To cheat this Brother, will't be honeſt, that 

T heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to give. 

Oh for the Art of Preteus, but to change | | F 
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The happy Po!ydore to bleſt C:ſtalio ! 


She's not fo well acquainted with him vet, 


gut I wav fit her Arms aus well as he. 


Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 

than Senſe can think, all looſen'd into Joy, 

To hear my diſappointed Brother come, 

And give the unregarded Signal; Oh! 

What a malicious Pleaſure will that be!? | 
Juſt three ſoft Strokes againſt the Chamber-doar : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word, for if you ſhould, 
It's ſurely heard, and we are both betray'd. 


How I adore a Miſtreſs that contrives 
With care to lay the Buſineſs of her Joys! 


One that has Wit to charm the very Soul, 
And give a double Reliſh to Delight ! 
Eleſt Heaven, afſiit me but in this dear Hour, 
And my kind Stars be but propitious now, 
Diſpoſe of me hercafter as you pleaſe. 
Monimia | Monim:a / 
Maid at the Wirdow.] Who's there? 
Fol. Tis I. 
Maid. My Lord Caſtallo? 
Pol. The ſame. 


How does mv Love, my dear Monimia ? 
Maid. Oh ! 


[ Gives the Sign, 


dne wonders much at. your unkind Delays 1 


You've ſtaid ſo long that at each little Noiſe 
Ihe Wind but makes, ſhe asks if you are coming. 

Pol, Tell her I'm here, and let the Door be open'd. 
Maid deſcends. 
Now boaſt, Caſtalio, triumph now and tell 


| Thy ſelf firange Stories of a promis'd Bliſs, 


\ | The Door unbolts. 
It opens, hah! what means my trembling Fleſh! 
Limbs, do your Office and ſupport me well. 
Fear me to her, then fail me if you can. [ Exit. 
Enter Caſtalio, and Page. 
Page. Indeed, my Lord, *twill be a lovely Morning, 
Pray let us hunt. | | 
Coſt, Go, you're an idle Pratler, 
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I mutt go te Bed. 


You never heard the laſt new Song I learn'd ; | 
It is the fineſt prettieſt Song indeed, (caught 


This Boy's Impertinence to Night ? | 
Page. Why, what mutt I fing, pray, my dear Lord? | 


You give me the Horſe then? 


- 
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P11 ſtay at home to Morrow; If your Lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my Hounds : Go leave me, 


Page I'll wait upon your Lordſhip, 
If you think fit, and ſing you to repoſe. 

Caſt. No, my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted, 
My Senſes too are quite ditrobꝰd of Thought, 
And read all with me to go to Reit. 


Cood-night, commend me to my Brother. 
Page. Oh! 


Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, that were 
Tozether, you know where. My Lord, indeed it is. 


Caft. You mult be whipt, Younglter, if you get ſuch | 


Songs as thoſe are. What means 


Caſt. Pſalms, Child, Pſalms. 


Page. Oh dear me! Boys that go to School learn Pſalms, | 


But Pages that are better bred ing Lam poons. 
Caſt. Well, leave me; I'm weary. 

Page Ohl but you promis'd me laſt time Itold you what 
Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and that 
ſhe garter'd em above Knee, that vou would give mea 
little Horſe to goa hunting upon, ſo you did. 1] tell vou 
no more Stories, except vou keep your Word with me. 


ö 


Caſt, Well, go, you Trifler, and to Morrow ask me. 
Page. Indeed, my Lord, I can't abide to leave vou. 
Caſt. Why, wer't thou inſtructed to attend me? 
Page. No, no, indeed, indeed, my Lord, I was not; | 

Put I know what 1 know. 

Caſt. What doſt thou know? Neath ! what can all thi 


Page. Oh! 1 know who loves ſome-budy. (mean! 


0%. What's that to me, Boy? 
Page. Nay, and I know who loves you too. 
Coſt. That's 2 Wonder, prithee tell it me. 

Page. *Tis "tis I krow who 


but will 
Caſt. 1 will, my Child, 


his 


ht | 
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Page. It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but don't 
700 tell her I told you, She' Il give me no more play- 
things then. I heard her ſay ſo as ſhe lay a-bed, Man, 

Caſt. Talk'd ſhe of me when in her Bed, Cordelia 1 ? 

1 Ves, and I ſung her the Song you made too. 

And the did ſo ſigh and fo look with her Eves ; | 

And herBreaſtsdid fo lift up and down ;I could have found 

In mv Heart to have beat em, for they made me aſham'd. 
Cat. Hark! What's that Noiſe? 


Take this, be gone, and leave me. | 
You Knave, you little Flatterer, get you gone. [ Ex. Page, 
Surely it was a Noiſe. Hiſt— 


only Fancy. 
Forall is huſh'd, as Nature were retir'd, 

And the perpetu a] Mot ion ſtanding {till ; 

So much the from her Work appears to ceaſe, 
Andev'ry warring Element's at Peace; | 
All the wild Herds are in their Coverts couck'd ; 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Quze repair'd, 


And to the Murmurs of the Waters fleep ; 


The feeling Air's at reſt and feels no Noiſe, 


Except of ſome ſoft Bre:ths among the Trees, 


Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reit upon em. 
"Tis now that guided by my Love I go, 


Io take Poſſeſſion of Monimia's Arms. 


Sure Polydore's be this Time gone to Bed. 

At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untract, 

To make a Viſit to his hoarded Cold. 

And feaſt his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon. [Kxocks. 

She hears me not, ſure ſhe already ſlee ps. 

Her Wiſhes could not brook my ſo long Delav, 

And her poor Heart has beat it ſelf to Reſt. [ Knocks again. 

Monimia ! mv Angel hah not yet. 

How long's the ſofteſt Moment of Delay 

Toa Heart impatient of its Pangs like mine. 

In ſight of Eaſe and panting to the Goal? ¶ Knocks again. 

Once more 
Maid. Who's there? E: | 

That comes thus rudely to diſturb our Ref. 
Cafe. "Tis I. 


Laid, Who are you; what 5 your Name? 
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Caft. Suppoſe 
The Lord Caſtalio. 

Maid, I know you not. 

The Lord Caſtalio has no Buſineſs here. 

Caſt. Hah ! have a care; what can this mean? 
Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee to Minimia fly; 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my Dooni. 

Maid. Who e*er ye are, you may repent this Outrage, 
My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. Good-night! 

Caſt. She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall ; go, I'm in haſte, 
And bring her Tidings from the State of Love ; | 
Th'are all in Conſultation met together, 

How to reward my Truth, and crown her Vows, 

Maid. Sure the Man's mad. 

Caſt. Or this will make meſo: 

Obey me, or by all the Wrongs I ſuffer, 

I'll ſcale the Window, and come in by Force, 
Let the fad Conſequence be what it will. 

This Creatures trifling Folly makes me mad. 
Maid. My Lady's Anſwer is, you may depart, 
She ſays ſhe knows you: You are Po!ydore, 
Sent by Caſtalio, as you were to Day, 


1“ affront and do her Violence again. 


Caſt. I'll not believe't. 

Maid. You may. Sir. 

Caſt. Curſes blaſt thee ! 

Maid. Well 'tis a tine cool Evening, and I hope 


| May cure the raging Fever in your Blood. 


Good-night. 
CH. And farewel all that's juſt in Woman! 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick to abuſe 


My eaſie Nature, and torment my Mind; 


Sure now ſhe'as bound me faſl, and means to Lord it, 


Io rein we hard, and ride me at her Will, 


Till by Degrees ſhe ſhape me into Fool 
For all her future Uſes. Death and Torment! 
"Tis Impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 


Oh! I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair: 
_ *Tis well, Moaimia, that thy Empire's ſhort 34 


Let but to Morrow, but to Morrow come, 


And 
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And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my Wrong; 


Where I will ruminate on Womens IIIs, 


laugh at myſelf, and curſe th” inconſtant Sex. 


Faithleſs Monimia Oh Monimia/ 
| Enter Erneſto. 
Ern, Either | 
My Senſe has been deluded, or this Way 
heard the ſound of Sorrow; 'tis late Night, 
und none, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now, 
Ct. Who's there? | | 
Ern. A Friend. 
Caſt. If thou art ſo, retire, 
And leave this Place, for I would be alone. 
Ern. Caſtalio ! My Lord, why in this Poſture, 


stretch'd on the Ground ? Your honeſt true old Servant, 


Your poor Erneſto, cannot ſee you thus; 
Riſe I beſeech you. 

Caft. If thou art Erneſto, 
As by thy Honeſty thou ſeemꝰſt to be, 
Once leave me to my Folly. 

Ern. I can't leave you, 
And not the Reaſon know of vour Diſorders. 
Remember how when young I in my Arms 


Have often born you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures, 


And ſought an early Share in your Affection. 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 
Caſt. Thou canſt not ſerve me. 
Ern. Why? 0 
Ct. Becauſe my Thoughts | 
Are full of Woman; thou, poor Wretch, art paſt 'em. 
Ern. IT hate the Sex. | 
Caſt, Then I'm thy Friend, Er neſto. [ Ki/es, 
I'd leave the World for him that hates a Woman, 


Woman, the Fountain of all Human Frailty ! 


What mighty Ills have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray?d the Capitol ? A Woman. 

Who loſt Mark Anthony the World? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, 

And laid at lat Old Troy in Athes? Woman. 
| | . EE Deſtructi ve, 
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Till when be this deteſted Place my Bed, | Lies down, 
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Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman. 


Woman to Man firit as a Bleſſing giv'n, 


When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, 
Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay, 

But quickly Woman long*d to go aſtray; 

Some foolith new Adventure needs muſt prove, 

And the firſt Devil ſhe ſaw, ſhe chang 'd her GONE 

To his Temptations lewdly the inclin” "q | 
Her Soul, and for an Apple damn*d Mankind. [ Exit; 


, 
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Acaſto folus. 
(Health, 


All. LES T be the Morning that has brought me 


2 A happy Reſt has oftned Pain away, 
And I'll forget it, tho? my Mind's not well, 
A heavy Mel ancholv clogs my Heart. 
I droop and ſigh, I know not why : Dark Dreams, 
Sick Fancy's, Children have been over-buſie, 
And ll the Night plav'd Farces in my Brains ; 
Methought I heard the Midnight-Raven cry, 
W:ik'd with th' imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains ſeems 
To itart, and at my Feet my Sons a ppear'd 
Like ©: 'holls, all pale and ſtiff: I firove to ſpeak, 
But could not : Suddenly the Forms were loſt, 
And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloodv Cloud; 
*T was odd, and for the Preſent ſhook my Thoughts, 
But was th' Effect of my diſtemper'd Blood; 
And when the Health's diſturb'd the Mind's unruly. 
Enter Polydore. 

Good-Morning, Polydore. 

Fol. Heav'n keep you Lordſhip. 

Acaſt. Have you yet ſeen Caſtalio to Day ? 

Po). My Lord 'tis early Day; he's hardly riſen. _ 

Acaſt, Go, call him up and meet me in the Chapel. 


[ Ex. Pol | 
I cannot 
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cannot think all has gone well to Night; 


For as 1 waking lay (and ture wv Senfe 


pas then my own) methought I heard my Son 

| (aſt1lio's Voice; but it ſeem'd low and mouruful, 
Under my Window tool RAT, N I heard it; 

M' untoward F. ancy could not be decciv*! 


| | Inevery Thing; and 1 will ſearch the Truth out. 


Enter rn, and her Maid, 
Already up Monimii! you rofe 
Thus early ſurely to out-ſhine the Day 


Or was there any Thing that croſt your Reſt ? (ſleep. 


They were nauzhty Thoughts that would nat Jet you 


Mon. Whatever are mv Thoughts, my Lord, I've learnt 
By your Example to correct their IIls, 


And Morn, and Evening, give up the Account. 


Acaſt. Your Pardon, Sweet one, I upbraid vou not; 
Or if I would, vou are lo good I could not. 


Thee I'm deceiv?d. or vou are more fiir to Day; 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your Cheeks, and all 


Your Charms ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 
Mon. The little Share I have's ſo very mean, 
That it may eafily admit Addition; 


Tho' you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 


Togive it too much Praiſe, and make me proud. 


Acaſt. Proud of an old Man's Praiſes! No Monimia ! 


But if my Prayers can work thee any good, 

Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt Share of em. 

Heard you no Noiſe to Night ? 

Mon. Noiſe! my good Lord! 
Acaſt. Ay! about Midnight. 

Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't member any. 
Acaſt. Vou muſt ſure! Went you early to reſt ? 
Mon. About the wontedHour. Why thisEnquiry CA,. 

Aeaſt. And went your Maid to bed too ? 
Mon. My Lord, I gueſs ſo; 
I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 


Acaſt. Sure Goblins then, Fairies haunt the Dvelling 3 

I'll have Enquiry made thro' all the Houſe, 

but I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. | 

Good-Day to thee, Monimia I'll to Chapel, ¶ Ex. Acaſt. 
G 


Mon, 


Twould ruin, and diſtract my Reit forever. 
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Mon. I'll but diſpatch ſome Orders to my Woman, 
And wait upon your Lordſhip there. 
I fear the Prieſt has plaid us falſe ; if fo, 
My poor Caſtalio loſes all for me; 
I wonder tho” he made ſuch haſie to leave me; 
Was't not unkind, Florella ! ſurely 'twas ! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 
But went away ſo cold: The Kits he gave me 
Seem'd the forc?d Compliment of ſated Love. 
Would I had never marry'd; | 

- Maid. Why ? 

Mon. Methinks 
The Scene's quite alter'd ; I am not the ſame ; 
I've bound up for myſelf a Weight of Cares, 
And how the Burden will be born none knows. 
A Husband may be jealous, rigid, talle 
And ſhould Caftalio e*er prove ſo to me; 
So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 


Maid. Madam, he's coming. | | | 
Mon. Where, Florella ? where? | 
Is he returning? To my Chamber lead; 
II meet him there; The Myſleries of our Love 

Should be kept private as Religious Rites, 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eves. 
Ex. Mon. and Maid. 
3 Enter Caſtalio. | 
Caſt.Wiſh*d Morning's come! And now u pon the Plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 
And with their Pipes proclaim the new-barn Dav. 
The lufty Swain comes with his well-fill'd Scrip 
Or healthful Viands, which when Hunger calls, 
With much Content and Appetite he cuts, 
To follow in the Fields his daily Toil, 
And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges flept, 
nd weather'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking towards the Neighb'ring Paftures, raiſe 
The Voice, and bid their fellow Brutes Good-morrow 5 | 
8 | The 
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The chearful Birds too, on the Tops of Trees, 
Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 

Salute and welome up the riſing Sun. 

There's no Condition ſure ſo curs'd as mine; 

I'm marry'd ! *Sdeith ! Iam ſped. How like a Doz 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain'd ? 
Monimia ! oh Monimia / 


Enter Monimia, and Maid. 
Mon. I come, 


Ifly to my ador'd Caſtalio's Arms, 

My Wiſhes Lord. May every Morn begin 

Like this! and with our Days our Loves renew. 
Now 1 may hope y*are ſatisfy 'd 


[Looking languiſhing!y on him, 
Cat. Iam 


Well ſatisfy'd, that thou oa Mw 
Mon. What ? ſpeak : 


Art thou not well, Caſtalio? Come lean 


Upon m Breails, and tell me where's thy Pain, 


Caſt. Tis here; ; *tisin my Head ; 'tis in my Heart, 


Tis every where; it rages like a Madneſs; | 


And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds; 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia; the Slave 
You thought you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, 
Is grown a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 
And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 
Mon. Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Monimia ? 
I once was ſo, or I've moſt ttrangely. dream” t. 
What ails my Love? ? 
CAN. What e'er thy Dreams have deem. 
Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Caſtalio well. 
No more, Monimia, of your Sexes Arts, 
They are uſeleis all: I'm not that pliant Tool, 
That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me, 
I know my Charter better I am Man, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enflav'd. 
Mon, You ſhall not fear't : Indeed my Natures eaſie 3 
I'll ever live your moſt obedient Wife, | 
Nor ever any Privilege pretend 


Beyond your Will; for that ſhall be my Law 


Indeed I will not. 6 2 faft, 
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| Caſtalio 


Chaft, and fomented, let my Heat [well on, 


Nature ſhould chinge. the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
_ E'er he would falkiic his Vows to me. 
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Faſt. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam, 
By yon bright Heav'n, you ſhall not; all the Day 
I'll play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee ; 
Till by Afflictions and continued Cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely Houſhovld Drudge : 
Nay. if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 1 
Subſervient to all my looſer Pleaſures, 
For thou haſt wrong'd Caſtalio. 

Mon. No more: | 
Oh! kill me here or tell me my Offence, 
II never quit you elſe; bat on theſe Knees, 
Thus follow you all Day, till th'are worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 


Caſt. Away; laf Night, laſt Night. | 
Mon. It was our Wedding-niz ht. | 
Caſt. No more, forget it. | | 
Mon. Why? Do you then repent ? 
Caſt. I do. 
Mon. Oh Heavn ! | | 
And will vou leave me thus? Help, help, Florella, 
[He drags her to the Door, and breaks jrom her, | 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. | 
Oh my Heart breaks —— I'm dving, Oh 
I'Il not indyſge this Woman's Weaknels ; (till 


ſtand off; 


Till e Inſuries it burſt aud ſha ke 

With the dire Blow the Priſon to this Earth. 
Maid. Whit ſad Mitlake has been the Cauſe of this? 
Mon. Caſt ilio ! Oh! how often has he {wore 


Make haſte, Confulion, then: Sun loſe thy Light, 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth; 
For my Caſtalio*s talſe.- | | 

Maid. Unhappy Das! | | 

Mon, Falſe as the Wind, tte Water, or the Weather 
Cruel as Tigers o'tr their trembling Prev. 
1 tee] himin my Preaſt, he cars in y Heart, 


And | 


er. 


3 


\nd | 
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And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood. 
Muſt I be long in Pain ? 
Enter Chamont. 
Cham. In Tears, Monimia ! 


Mon. Who e'er thou art, 


Lea ve me alone to mv belov'd Def pair. 


Cham. Lift up thy Eves, and ſee who comes to cheer 
Tell me the Story of thv Wrongs, and then (thee. 
Sec if my Soul has Reſt till thou haſt Juſtice. 

Mon. Me Brother |! 

Cham. Ves, Monimia. if thou t hinkꝰ ſt 
That J deſerve the Name, I am thy Erother. 

Mon. Oh Caſtalio ! 
Cham. Hah |) 
Name me that Name again! My Soul's on fire 
Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name. 
I know he is thy Husband: Therefore truſt me 
With all the following Truth 

Mon. Indeed Chamont 
There's nothing in it but the Fault of Nature: 

I'm orten thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 
I know not why. 

Cham. You uſe me ill, Monimia z 
And 1 might think with Juitice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful Dealing with your Brother. 

Mon. Truly I*m not to blame: Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve, for what as much may pleaſe another. 
Should | upbraid the deareit Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would not do ſo: Would you? 

Cam. Not if I'd Cauſe to think it was a Friend. 

Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing? 
I re'er conceal'd my Soul from you before: 

Fear with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther. | 
For ev'rv Probing pains me to the Heart.  (veated. | 

Cram, Tis fign there's Nanger in't, and mult be pre- 
Where's vour new Husband ? Still that Thought diiturbs 
What, only anſwer me with Tears: Cuftalio - * Gou. | 
Nav, now they ſtream, | | 


| Cruel unkind Caſt; ig | ö is*t not fo: 


Mon, 


or] 3 — 


v hat has he done ? quickly 3 for I'm all trembling 
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Mon. I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me. 
It choaks, and will not let me tell the Cauſe. 
Oh ! 

Cham. My Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear 
As Honour to mv Name: Dear as the Lizht 
To Eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt 
The Anguiſh that torments thee ? 

Mon. Oh! I dare not. | 

Cham. 1 have no Friend but thee: We muſt conſide 
In one another : Two unhappy Orphans, 
Alas, we are; and when I ſee thee grieve, 


| Methinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers. (ing, 


Mon. Oh ſhould'ſt thou know the Cauſe of my lament- 
Jam ſatisfy?d, Chamont, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 


Thou would'ſt deſpite the abject loſt Monimia, 


No more wuuld fl praiſe this Beauty. But 
When in ſome Cell diitracted, as I ſhall be, 
Thou ſeeit me lye; theſe unregarded Locks 


Matted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs 


Chain'd to the Ground, and *ſtead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
A Eed of Straw. and a coarſe Wooden Diſh. 


Or wretched Suitenance ; when thus thou ſeeſt me, 


Prithee have Charity and Pity for me. 


Let me enjoy this Thought. 


Cham. Why wilt rack 
M Soul ſo long, Monimia ? eaſe me quickly: 
Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firit. 

Mon. Could you be ſecret ? 

Cham. Secret as the Grave, 

Mon. But when I've told you, will you keep your Fu- 
Within its Bounds ? will you not do ſome raſh 5 
And horrid Miſchief? for indeed, Chamont. 

You would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
From a near Friend ; from one that has my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 

Cham. I will be calm; but has Caſtalio wrong'd thee? 

Has he already walted all his Love ? 


W ith | 
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With Ex pectation of a horrid Tale. 

Mon. Oh! could you think it! 

Cham. What? 

pon. I fear he?11 kill me. 

Cham. Hah! | | | 

Mon. Indeed I do; he's ſtrangely cruel to me, 
Which if it laſts, I'm ſure muſt break my Heart, 

Cham, What has he done? | 

Mon. Mott barbarouſly us'd me: 
Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms; 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 
Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 
At dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt. 
But when we met. and I with open Arms 
Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſnes, 
Oh then ! | 

Cham, Go on! | 

Mon, He threw me from his Ereaſt, 
Like a deteſted Sin, 

Cham. How ? 

Mon, As I hung too | 
Upon his Krees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 
He dragg d me like a Slave upon the Earth, 
And had no Pitv on mv Cries. | 

Cham. How |! did he | 
Dit thee diſdainfully away with Scorn ! 
Mon. He did; and more I fear, will ne'er be Friends; 
Though I flill love him with unbated Paſſion. 

Cam. What, throw thee from him! 

Ian. Ves, indeed he did. 

Caam. So may this Arm 
Throw him to the Earth, like a dead Dog deſpiſed : 
Lamenefs and Leprofie, Blindnefs ard Lunacy, 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain 
Light on me, if, Caſtalio, I forgive thee. 

Mon. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 


Didſt thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be ealm ? 
Keep my Diſgrace conceal'd ? why ſhould'ſt thou kill 
| yall my Love this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance. [him? 


Alas! I love him till, and though I ne'er 


Claſp 


| 
j 
l 
| 
| 
' 4 
' 
i 
: 
| 


For I would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 


WM hence came the Cauſe ? 
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Claſp him azain within theſe lonzing Arms, 
Yet bleſs him, bleſs him (Gods) where-e'er he goes. 
Enter Acatio. 
Acaſt. Sure ſome ill Fate is towards me? in my Houſe 
I only meet with Odneis and Diſorder; 
Each Vaſſal has a wild dittractca Face; 
And looks as full of Buſineſs as a Block-head 
In Times of Danger: Juitthis very Momeut 
I met Caſtalio too 
Cham. Then you met a Villain. 
Acaſt. Hah! 
Cham. Yes, a Villian. 
Acaſt. Have a care, young Soldier, | 
How thou'rt too buſie with Aca/to's Fame? 


I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance. 4 


Villain to thee | | 
Cham. Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age, | 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy Throat, | 
And tear the Root up of that curſed Eramble! 
Acaſt. Ungrateful Rufkan ! ſure my good old Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee : 
What have I done in my unhappy Age, 
To be thus us'd? I ſcorn to upbraid thee, Boy, 
But 1 could put thee in remembrance— 
Cham. Do. | 
Acaſt. I ſcorn it 
Cham. No, T'll calmly hear the Storv, 


Weighs moſt Hah ! is not that good old A-aſto ? 
What have I done? Can you forgive this Folly ? 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou ask it? | 
Cham. *Twas the rude over-flowing 
Of too much Paſſion 3 prav, my Lord, forgive me.[ Kneels, 
Acaſt. Mock me not, Youth; I can revenge a Wrong. 
Cham. I know it well; but for this Thought of mine, 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzv, and forget it. Ab 
Acaſt. Iwill; but henceforth, prithee, be more kind. 
8 LKaiſes hin. 


Cham, Indeed I've been to blame, 


ut 


. 
1.6 


end 


els, 
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But T'11 learn better; for you've been my Father: 
You've been her Father too —- | Takes Mon. 6 the Hand, 

Acaſt. Forbear the Prologue 
And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tile. | 

Cham. You took her up a little tender Flower, 
Juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 
Had nipt; and with a careful loving Hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, 
Where the Sun always ſhines : There long ſhe flouriſh'd, 
Grew ſweet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye, 
Till at the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs, 


Then caſt it like a loathſome weed away. 


:aft. You talk to me in Parables, Chamont ; 
You may have known that I'm no wordy Man 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Knaves 
Or Fools, that uſe 'em when they want good Senſe "By 
But Honeſty 
Needs no Diſguiſe nor Ornament; be plain. 
Cham. Y our Son 
Acaſt. I've two, and both I hope have Honour, 
Cham. I hope ſo too but—— _ 
Acaſt. Speak. 
Cam. I muſt inform you, 
Once more, Caſtalio 
Acaſt. Still, Caftalio f 


. Cham. Yes. 


| Your Son Caſtalio has wrong'd Monimia, 
Acaft. Hah ! wrong'd her? 
Cham. Marry'd her. | 
Acaſt. I'm ſorry for't. 
Cham, Why ſorry? 
By yon bleſt Heav'n there's not a Lord 


But might be proud to take her to his Heart. 


Acaſt. I'll not deny't. 
Cham. You dare not by the Gods, 


You dare not; all your Family combin'd 
In one damn?d Fal ſhood to out- do Caſtalio, 
Dare not deny't. 


Acaſt. How bas C-ſtalio wrong'd her? | 
H Cay, 
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Cham, Ask that of him: I ſay, my Siſter's wrong'd : 5 


Meni mia my Siſter, born as high 
And noble as Caſfalio Do her Juilice, | C 
Or by the Gods, I'll lay a Scene of Blood, ” 
Shall make this Dwelling horrible to N ture. 
I'Il do't; heark you, my Lord. your Son C-:ſtalio, No 
Take him to your Cloſet, and there teach him Manners, a 
Acaſt. You ſhall have Juliice. | Th 
Cham. Nav- Iwill have Juilice. | Ia 
Who'll flezp in Safety that his done me wrong? 3 
My Lord, III not diſturb vou to repeat 
The Cauſe of this; I beg you (to becſer ve i | 
Your Houſz's Honour} usk it of C::/F170. = 
Acaft. Iwill. | 1. 
Cham. Till then farewell [ Exit. *. 
Ac aſt. Fare wel, proud Boy. ih 
Mcnimia ! | U. 
Mon. My Lord! | | . 
Acaſt. You are my Dꝛughter. | = 
Mon. I am, my Lord, it vou'll vouchfafe to own me. by 
Acaft. When you'll complain tv me 11 prove a Father, | ; 
Exit. | 
Mon. Now I'm undone for ever: Who on as | F 
Is there ſo wretched as Monim' : ? | 5 
Firt: by Caſtalio cruelly forſuken: Ih 
I've loſt Acaſto e His parting Crowns _ 
May well inilrutt me, Rage is in his Heart; | 1˙* 
I ſhall be next «band: ws to my Fortuns. & 
Thruſt out a naked Wanderer to the World, 4 95 
And branded for the miſchievous Monimins | 1 
What will become of me? My cruel Brother 1 
Is framing Miſchiefs too, for ouzht I know. | = 
That may produce Blood ſhed; and horrid Murder: "hs 


T would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Deith. 
To reign the Emprets of the Earth; nue, more, 
I'd rather loſe for ever my Coſt alio, 
My dear unkind Caſtal io. 
Eater Polydore. 
Pol. Monimia weeping ! 
So Morning Dews on new-blown Rvuſes lodge, 


Tbe ORPHAN. 
zy the Sun's am orous Heat to be exhal'd. 
| come. my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee. 


What mean theſe Sighs; And why thus beats thy Heart? 


Mon. Let me along to forrow : *Tis a Cauſe 
None e' er ſhall know ; but it hall with me die. 

Pol. Hapvv, Monimia, he, to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe L anguiſhings are paid! 
lam no Stranger to vour dearcit Secret; 
 Iknow vour Heurt was never meant for me, 

That Jewel's for an elder Erother's Price. 

Mon. My Lord. - 

Pol. Nay, wonder not; laſt Night I heard 
His Oaths, vour Vows, and to my Torment ſaw 


Your wild Embraces: Heard th'A ppointment made: 


I did, Menimia. and I curi! the Sound. | 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again ? | 
Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes! 
Have you ſworn Conſtancy to my Undoing? 
Will you be ne*er my Friend again? | 
Pol, What means mv Love? 
Mon. Away : What meant my Lord 
Lat Night? 
Pol. Is that a Queſtion now to be demanded ? 
[hope Monimia was not much difpleaſed. 


Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a Proſtitute. 


T'aflualt my Lodging at the Dead of Night, 
And threaten me it I deny'd Admittance ? a 
You ſaid you were Caſtalio. —— 
Pol. By thoſe Eyes | | 
it was the ſame; I ſpent my Time much better, 
tell thee, ill-natur'd fair One, I was potted 
to more Advantage on a pleaſant Hill 
Of ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. 
Mon. Hah have a care 
Pol. Where is the Danger near me? 


Mon. I fear you're ona Rock will wreck your Quiet, 


And drown your Soul in Wretchedneſs for ever ; 
A thouſand horrid Thoughts crowd on my Memory, 
Will you be kind and anſwer me one Queſtion ? 


H 2 | | Pol, 
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Pol. I'd truſt thee with my Life on thoſe ſoft Breaſts; 
Breath out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart, 
Till I had nothing in it left but Love, 
Mon. Nay. I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 
By the Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern'd, 
To tell me, Po/ydore. and tell me truly, 
Where did you reit laſt Night? 
Fol. Within thy Arms 
T triumpht : Reſt had been my Foe. 
Mon. Tis done 
Pol. She faints! No help! who waits? 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 
The Secret of my Happinels in Silence. 
Confuſion ! we ſhall be ſurpriz d anon, 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. 
Monimia ! ſhe breaths- Monimia.. 
Mon. Well 
Let Miſchiefs multiply ! Let every Hour 
Of my loath*d Life yield me Encreaſe of Horror! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes 
Ne'cr ſhine again, but be cclips'd forever! 
May every Thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature! 
Pol. What means all this? | 
Mon. Oh, Polydore ! if all 
The Friendſhip e'er you vow?d to good ce 
Ee not a Fal ſhood, if you ever loved | 
Your Brother, you've undone vour ſelf and me. 
"Ta. which way can Ruin reach the Man that” 8 rich, 
As I am in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetneſs ? 
Mon, Oh, I'm his Wife. 
Pol. What fays Monimia ! hah! 
Speak that again. 
Mon. Tam Caſtalio's Wife. 
Fol. His marry'd, wedded Wiſe? 
Mon, Yeſterday's Sun 
Saw it perform'sd, 


[ Sie faints, 
a Curſe 


Pol. 
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Pol. And then have I enjoy'd 
My Brother's Wife ? 

Mon. As ſurely as we both. 
Muſt taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 

Pol. Muſt we be miſerable then? 
Mon. Oh! | 

Pol, Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy. 

Mon, Couldſt thou be 
Happy with ſuch a Weight upon thy Soul ? 

Fol. It may be yet a Secret: I'1l go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee, 
Whilſt from the World I take my ſelf away, 
And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. 

Mon. Then thou wouldſt more undo me: Heap a load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head : 


Wouldſt thou again have me betray thy Brother, 


And bring Pollution to his Arms ? curſt Thought ! 
Oh when ſhall I be mad indeed! | 
Pol. Nay. then 
Let us embrace, and From this very Moment 
Vow an eternal Miſery together. | 
Mon, And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch ? 


Never grow Fond of chearful Peace again? 


Wilt with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 

And find out Ways how to encreaſe Affliction? 
Pol. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues and make 'em look like new Ones. 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſled Joy, | 


A Child be born, it ſhall be murder d 


Mon. No, | 


dure that may live. 


Fol. Why? | 
Mon. To become a Thin 
More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 


With all our Infamy and curſe its Birth. 


Pol. That's well contriv'd; then thus let's go toge- 


Full of our Guilt, diſtracted where to roam, (ther, 


Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe. 
Let*s find ſame Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 


Loathſome and venomous ; Where Poiſons hang 
| | | Like 


” > by — 
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Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meet M 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, oO 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: There we'll inhabit, N 
And live up to the Height of Deſperation; W 
Deſire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flower, | C: 
And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of, E. 
Horrors ſhall frizht me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, 3 H 
And I'll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms; U. 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms. LEre. 5 5 
1 5 2 EN . Oi 

— | | TT Ar 
ACE WH SCENE 
ES 

Caſtalio Heng on the Ground, 90 

= 0: — 

. . 7 


— OM E, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts eber bled Na 


By cruel Beauty's Pride, . 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, Til 
Let none his Sorrows hide, - 
But Hand in Hand around me mov», 0 
Singing the ſaddeſt Tales of Lowe ; | I 
Aua ſee, when your Complaints ye join, SHE 
IJ all your Wronss can equal mine. | a 

| F<, 

= cg Hd 

The happlaſt Mortal once mas J, 0 
My Heart no Sorrows knew. 1.28 
Pity the Pain with which I die, 2 
But ask not whence it grew, | | Whi 
Yet if a temptirg Fair you find Wor 


That®s very lovely very kind, 
Tuo“ bright as Heav'n, whoſe ſtamp ſhe bears, Ful 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun ler Snares. 


Caſt. 
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Coſt. See where the Deer trot after one another, | 1 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, i 
Brother aud Sitter mingled all together; 1 
No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful 1 
Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herbage, i 
Calm Harbours, luſty Health and Innocence, a 
Enjov their Portion: If they fee a Man, 

How will they turn together all, and gaze * 

Upon the Monſter | 1 

Once in a Seꝛſon too they taſle of Love: | 

Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, nt 

And in that Folly drudzes all the Year. 1] 
i Enter Acaſto. 11 

Acaſto. Caſtalio ! Caſtalio ! | | = 
__ Coſt. Who's there? | = 

So wretched but to name Caſtalio? | 

Acaſt. I hope my Meſſage may ſucceed. 

_ Caſt. My Father, 

Tis Joy to fee you, tho' where Sorrow's nouriſht. 
Acaſt. Pm come, in Beauty's Cauſe; you'll gueſs the 
Cf. A Womanif you love my Peace of Mind, (reſt. 
Name not a Woman to me; but to think : 

OF Woman were enough to taint my Brains, 
Till they foment to Madneſs! Oh! my Father. 

Acaſt. What ails my Boy? 

Ct. A Woman is the Thing os, — 
Iwould forget, and blot from my Remembrance. WI 
Acaſt. Forget Monimia ! | 1 
; _ Caft. She to chuſe: Monimia ! 1 
The very Sound's ungrateſul to my Senſe. (will | 
Aaſt. This might ſeem ſtrange; but you I've found 

Hide vour Heart from me; you dare not truſt to your _ || 
Ct. No more Monimia, 1 8 | ( Father. ml 
Acaſt. Is ſhe not vour Wife? 1 
Cut. So much the worſe: Who loves to hear of Wife? 
| When you would give all worldly Plagues a Name 
Worſe than they have already, call ?em Wife: int 
Put a new married Wiſe's u ſeeming Miſchief, — 
{Full of her ſelf: Why, what 2 deal of Horror "1 
His that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Yeſterday? | 

ae, | Acaft. j | 
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Acaſt. C:talio, you muſt go along with me, 
And ſee Monimia. 
Caſt. Sure my Lord but mocks me : 
Go fee Monimia / Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; 
And leave the Conduct of this Part of Lite 
To my own Choice. 
Acoſt. I ſav, no more Diſpute. 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong d her. 
Caſt. Who has complain'd! : 
Acaſt. Her Brot her to my Face proclaim'd her wrong'd, 
And in ſuch Terms they? ve warm'd me. 
Caſt. What Terms? her Brother! Heav'n ! 
Where learnt ſhe that? 
What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with Defiance ? 
He durſt not ſure affront you ? 
Acaſt. No not much, 
But | 
Caſt. Speak, what ſaid he? 
Acaſt. That thou wer't a Villain: 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain. 
Coſt. Shame on th'll-ilmanner'd Brute: ; 
Vour Age ſecur'd him, he durſt not elſe have ſaid ſo. 
Aca oft. By my Sword, 
I would not fee thee wrong'd and bear it vilely : 
Tho' I have paſt my Word ſhe ſhall have Juſtice. 
Caſt. Juſtice! to give her Juſtice wou'd undo her: 
Think you this Solitude J now had choſen, 
Left Jos juſt opening to my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur*d out 
My Grave at Length, wiſht to have grown one Piece 
With this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe ? 
Enter Chamont. 
Cham, Where is the Hero, famous and renown'd 
For wronging Innocence, and break ing Vows; 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 
No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ; | 
Azaft. I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Coſt alio. 
Cham. I come to ſeek the Husband Mof onimia. 


Caſt. | 
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Caſt. The Slave is here. 

Cham. I thought e'er now tave found you 
Atoning for the Ills you've done Chamont : 
| For you have wrong'd the deareſt Part of him. 
| Monimia,, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 

And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn | 
from her poor Eyes, are Drops of Blood from hence. 
Caſt. Then you are Chamont ? | 
Cham, Yes, and I hope no Stranger 

To great Caſtalio. | 
Caſt. Ive heard of ſuch a Man 

That has been very buſie with my Honour; 

[own Pm much indebted to you, Sir, 

And here return the Villain back again 

You ſent me by my Father. | 
| Cham. Thus I'll thank you. [Drau 

Acaſt. By this goods word, who firſt preſumes to Violence 
Makes me his Foe—— [ Draws and inter poſes. 
| Young Man, it once was thought [To Caſtalio. 
[was fit Guardian of my Houſe*s Honour, 

And you might truſt your Share with me - For you, 

| [ To. Cham. 

| Young Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 

| promis'd you to do Monimia Right 

And thought my Word a Pledge I would not forfeit : 

But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 

Caſt. Sir, in my younger Years with Care you taught 
That brave Revenge was due to injur'd Honour; (me, 
Oppoſe not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 

Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 

Cham. Into thy Father's Arms thou fly'ſt for Safety, 
zecauſe thou knowꝰſt the Place is ſanRify'd 
With the Remembrance of an ancient Friendſhip. 

Caſt. Tama Villain if I will not ſeek thee, 
| Till I may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs © ö 
| Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for. 
Cham. She wrong'd thee ! by the Fury in my Heart, 
Thy Father's Honour's not above Monimia's = 
Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer. 
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. Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Dead 
With thy capricious Follies : The Remembrance 


Of the lovꝰd Creature, that once fill'd theſe Arms — 


Cham. Has not been wrong'd. 

Eaſt. It ſhall not. 
Cham. No, nor ſhall 
Monimia, tho' a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
Of Friends and Fortune, tho' the unhappy Sifter 
Of poor Chamont, whoſe Sword is all his Fortion, 


Be oppreſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. 


Eaſt. Hah! let me free. 
Cham. Come both. 

| | Enter Serina. 
Ser. Alas ! alas! 


The Cauſe of theſe Diſorders ; my Cnamont ? 


Who is*t has wrong'd thee ? 

. Caſt, Now where art thou fled 

For Shelter; 

Cham. Come from thine, and {ec what Sifeguard 
Shall then betray my Fears. 

Ser. Cruel Caſtalia, | 

Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me: 


Chamont, let ance Serina calm thy Breaſt ; | 


If any of thy Friends have done thee Injuries, 

TIL be reveng'd, and love thee better for't. 
Caſt. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not tak? 
This Opportunity to ſhew yaur Vanity, 

Let's meet ſome other Time, when by our fel ves 


We fairly may diſpute our Wronas together. 


Cham. Till then I am Caftalio's Friend. 
Caft. Serina 
Farewcl, I with much Happineſs attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the deareſt Thing 1 have on Earth; 
Give me Chamont, and let the World forſake me. 
ham. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I am in thee ! 
No beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 
Tho? the fair Child of Nature newly born, 
Can be fo lovely. Angrv, unkind Caſtalio, 
suppoſe I ſhouid a while lay by my Paſſions, 
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And be a Peggar in Monimia's Cauſe, 

Might 1 be heard? 
Caſt. Sir, 'twas my laſt Requeſt 

You would; tho' vou I find will not be ſatisfy'd; 

Gina Word, Monimia is my Scorn; 

She baſely ſent vou here to try my Fears; 

That was vour Buſineſs. 

No artful Proſlitute, in Falſhoods praftis'd, 

To make Advantage of her Coxcomb*s Follies, 

Could have done more Diſquiet vex her for't. 
Cham. Farewel, [Ex Cham. and Ser. 
Caſt. Farewel My Father you ſeem troubled. 


Acaft.Would I'd been abient when this boitt'rovs Brave 


Came to diſturb thee thus: Pm griev*d I hinder?®4 
Thy juſt Reſentment—— But Monimia—— 
Caſt. Damn her. | | 
Acaſt. Don't curſe her. 
Caſt. Did 12 
Acaſt. Yes. | 1 
Caſt. I'm ſorry for't. 
Acaſt. Methinks, as if I gueſs the Fault*s but ſmall, 
It might be pardon'd. 1 0 
Caſt. No. 8 
Acaſt. What has ſhe done? (me. 
Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife, may Heav'n and you forgive 
Acaſt. Be reconcil'd then. 
Caft. No. | 
Acaſt. Go ſee her. 
Cafe. No. | 
Acaſt. I'll ſend and bring her hither. 
Caſt. No. 
Acaſt. For my ſake, 
Caſtalio, and the Quiet of my Age. ls 
Caſt, Why will you urge a Thing my Nature ſtarts at? 
_ Acaft. Prithee forgive her. 
Caſt. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me. 
Itell you, were the proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sexes beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that wondrous Beauty of her own, | 
My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften. 
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Enter Florella. 
Flor. My Lord, where are you? Oh Cfi%,ç, 
Acaſt. Hark. | 
Caſt. What's that? 
Flor, Oh ſhew me quickly, where's Caſtalio? 
Acaſt. Why, what's the Eu ſineſs? 
Flor. Oh the poor Monimia ! 
Caſt. Hah! 
Acaſt. What's the matter? 
Flor. Hurry'd by Deſpair, 
She flies with Fury over all the Houſe, 
Thro' every Room of each Apartment, crving, 
Where's my Caſtalio? give me my Caſtalios 
Except ſhe ſees you, ſure ſhe?1l grow diitracted. 
Caſt. Hah! will ſhe, does ſhe name Caſtalio ? 
And with ſuch Tenderneſs? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! 
Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? Eleſſings attend thy Pur poſe. 
Caſt. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man, my Heart will not forget her, 
But do nat tell the World you ſaw this of me. 
Acaſt. Delay not then, but haſte and chear thy Love, 
Caſt. Oh! I will throw m'impatient Arms about her, 
In her ſoft Boſom figh my Soul to Peace, 
Till thro? the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the way 
To mould my Heart, and make it what ſhe will. 
Monimia ! Oh! 


Ex. Acaft. Cab. 


Enter Monimia. 

Mon. Stand off, and give me room ; 
Iwill not reſt till I have found Caſtalio, 
My Wiſtes Lord, comely as riſing Day, 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. 
Flowers ſpring where-e?er he treads, his Eyes - 
Fountains of Brightneſs, cheering all about him! 
When will they ſhine on me ?——Oh ttay my Soul! 
! cannot die in Peace till I have ſeen him, 


Caſtali 
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Caſtalio Re- enters. 
Caſt. Who talks of dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in love with it ? 
Mon. Hark! *tis he that anſwers 
So in a Camp, though at the Dead of Night, 
If but the Trumpet*s chearful Noiſe is heard, 
All at the Signal leap from downy Reſt, 
Andevery Heart awakes, as mine docs now. 
Where art thou ? 
CH. Here, my Love. 
Mon. No nearer, leſt I vaniſh. 
Caſt. Havel been in a Dream then all this while ! 
And art thou but the Shadow of Monimaa / 


Why doſt thou fly me thus? 


Mon. Oh vere it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Oblivion but a few paſt Hours, 
We might be happy. 
Caſt. Is't then to hard, Monimia, to forgive 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee ? 


For I muſt love thee, though it prove my Ruin. 


Which way ſhall ! court thee ; 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And ſatisfie the lovely Pride that's in thee? 


T'l1 kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee. 
Vet prithee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart; 
Eut when my Task of Penitence is done, 


Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. 

Mon. If I am dumb, Caſtalio, and want Words 
To Pay thee back this mighty Tenderneſs; 
It is becauſe I look on thee with Horrour, 


And cannot ſee the Man I ſo have wrong * 


Caſt. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 

Mon. Ah! alas, thou talk'ſt a 5 
Juſt — thy poor Heart thinks ; have not I wrong'd thee ? 

No. 

Bt Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Caſtalio; 
| But wilt e'er long ſtumble on horrid Danger. 

Caſt. What means my Love 

Mon, Couldit thou but forgive me ! 


Coſi, 
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Caſt, What 
Mon. For my Fault laſt Night; adi thou cantt not, 
Caft, I can, and do. 
Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth 
Would I that Pardon meet ; the only thing 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope. 

Eaſt. Then let's draw near. 

Mon. Ah me! | 
Caſt. So in Fields, 

When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 

The ſcatter'd Lovers »f the feather'd Kind, 

Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 

Make moan, and call ; by ſuch Degrees approach, 
Till] joyning thus they bill, and fpread their Wings, 
Murmuring Love, and Joy, their Fears are over. 

Mon. Yet bave a care, be not too fond of Peace, 
Leſt in purſuance of the goodly Quarry 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee. 

Caſt. My better Angel, then do thou inform me 
What Danger threatens me, and where it lies : 

Why didit thou ( prithee ſmile and tell me why) 

When I ftood waiting underneath the Window, 

Quaking with fierce and violent Deſires ; 

The dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, | 
Darkneſs enclos' d, and the Winds whiitled round me; : 
Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch ſad Muſick 
As might have mov'd the hardeit Heart ; why wer't thou 
Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains ? 

Mon. Did J not beg thee to forbear Inquiry? 
 Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my Face that ſpeaks 
Wonderful Change, and Horrour from within me ? 

Caſt. Then there is ſomething vet whichT've not known; 
What doſt thou mean by Horrour, and Forbearance 
Of more Inquiry? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me; 
And do not betray me to a ſecond Madneſs. 

Mon. Muſt I ? 
_ Caſt. If labourirg in the Pangs of Death 
Thou would'ſt do any thing to give me Eaſe ; 
Untold this Riddle e'er my Thoughts grow wild, 
And let in Fears ci vgly Form upon me. 
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Mog. My Heart won't let me ſpeak it; but remember, 
Monima, Poor Monimia tells you this, 
We ne'er mult meet again. 
Caſt. What means my Deſtiny ? 
For all my good or evi! Fate dwells i in thee : 
Ne'er meet again! 
Morn. No, never. 
Caſt. W nere s the Pow'r 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and ſay ſo? 
Thou art my Heart*s Inheritance, I ſerv” d 


Along and painful, faithful Slavery for thee; 


And who ſhall rob me of the dear- bought Bleſſing? 
Mor. Tin e will clear all, but now let this content you: 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've reſolv'd, 
(With torment I mult tell it thee, ( Coſtalio) 
Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love3 
In ſome far dittant Country waſte my Life, 
And from this Day to ſce thy Face no more. 
Caſt, Where am I? ſure I wander 'midſt Inchantment, 
And never more {hall find the Way to relt ; 
But, och! Monimia, art thee indeed reſolv'd, 
To runith me with everlaſling Abſence ? 
Why turn'it thou from me? Jam alone already; 
Methinks I ftand upon a naked Beach, 


 Sighing to Winds, and to the Seas complaining, 


Whilit afar off the Veſlel fails away, 

Where all the Treaſure of my Souls embarkꝰd; 
Wilt thou not turn Oh could thoſe Eyes but ſpeak 
I izould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 

They ſwell, they press the Beams upon me ſtill: 

Vilt thou not ſpeak ? if we muſt part for ever, 

Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 

And pleaſe my ſelf withal whilſt my Heart's breaking. 


Mon. Ah poor C-ſtalio ! [Ex. Monimis. 
Cojt. Pity, by the Gods! 


She pities me; then thou wilt go eternally ? 


| 


What means all this? why all this Stir to plague 
A ſingle Wretch z It but your Word can ſhake , 


his World to Atoms, why fo much ado 


With me: Think me but dead. ard lay me ſo. 
| F.nter 
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Enter Polydore. 


Pol. To live, and live a Torment to my ſelf. | 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition 


We have little Knowledge, and that makes ys Cowards, 


Becauſe it cannot tell us, what's to come. | 
Caſt. Who's there ? 
Pol. Why, what art thou? 
Caſt. My Brother Polydore ? 
Pol. My Name is Polydore. 
Caſt. Canſt thou inform me. — 
Pol. Of what? 
C-ſt. Of my Moni mia. 
Pol. No. Good - day. 
Caſt. In haſte? 
Methinks my Polydore appears in Sadneſs. 
Pol. Indeed ſo to me does my Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Dol? | 
Pol. Thou doſt. 
Caſt. Alas! I've wondrous Reaſon ; 
I'm ftrangely alter'd, Brother, ſince I ſaw thee. 
Pol. Why ? 
Caſt. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
To pain; let me embrace thee but a little. 
And weep u pon thy Neck; I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies, 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, becauſe th'are mine. 
Pol. Be not too credulous, conſider firſt, 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſhip falſe ? 
Caſt. Why doſt thou ask me that ? does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms 
And ſtrea ming Eyes, I run upon thy Breaſt ? 
Oh! *tis in thee alone I muſt have Comfort. 
Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, I have none to give thee, 
Caſt. Doſt thou not love me then? 
Pol. Oh, more than Life: 
I never had a Thought of my Caſtalio, 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 
Hait thou dealt fo by me? | 


cal. 


' Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
I be Story of my Tongue. 


| Knows any Thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; s | 
Or didit thou eber conceal thy Thoughts from Polydore 2 


Forgive me. 


Io plague us both with one unhappy Love ! 

Thou like a Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, 

In its firſt Pangs didit truſt me with thy Paſſion, 

Whilſt I ſtill ſmooth'd my Pain with Smiles before thee, 
And made a Contract I neꝰer meant to keep. 


And kept thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
Till Yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 


The Tale I'll tell, what wilt thou call it then? 


I öcancel't thus; ; after this Day I'll ne'er 
| Hold Truſt or Converſe, with the falſe Caſtalio x . 
This, witneſs Heaven. 


What means this, Brot her? 
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C:/t. I hope I have. 
Pol. Then tell me why this Morning, this Diſorder ? 
Caſt. Oh! Polydore, I know not how to tell thee 3 


Pol. I grieve, my Friend 


Caſt. Oh! much too oft; 
But let me here conjure thee, 
By all the kind Affection of a Brother, 
(For Iam atham'd to call my ſelf thy Friend) 


Pol. Well, go on. 
Caſt. Our Deſtiny contriv?d 


Pol. How ! 
Caft. Still new Ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee, 


Pol. Ah, Caſtalio, was that well done ? 
_ Caſt. No. to conceal it from thee, was much a Fault, 
Pol. A F ault ! When thou haſt heard 


Caſt. How my Heart throbs ! 
Pol. Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traitor, 


Caſt. What will my Fate do with me? 
I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not why : 


Pol. Perjur' d, treacherous Wretch, h 14 
Farewel. | 


K Caſt, | | 
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Caft. P11 be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 


juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 


Pol. Never. 

Caſt. Oh think a little what thy Heart is doing; 
How from our Infancy we Hand in Hand 
Have trod the Path of Life in Love together; 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Denres, 
The fame Averfions ſtill employ'd our T houghts : | 
When eber had I a Friend, that was not Polydore's ; 
Or Po!ydore a Foe, that was not mine ? 
Ev'n inthe Womb we embrac'd, and wilt thou now. 
For the firft Fault, abandon and forfake me, 


Leave me ?midſt Afflictions to my ſelf, 


Plung'd in the Gulph of Grief, and none to help me. 
Pol. Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou'lt find 
Repoſe ; ſhe has the Art of healing Sorrows. 
Eaſt, What Arts? 
Pol. Blind Wretch, thou Husband there's a Queſtion! 
Go to her fulſome Bed and wallow there, 
Till ſome hot Ruffan, full of Luit and Wine, 
Come ftorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 
Caſt. Hold there, I charge thee. 
Pol. Is ſhe not a 
Caſt. Whore ? 


Pol. Ay, Whore; I think that Word needs no explain- 
Caft. Alas I can forgive this, ev'n this to thee ; (ing. 


But let me tell thee, Potydore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low Revenge, 
To wrong that Virtue which thou couldft not ruin. 
Pol. It ſeems T lie then. 
Eaſt. Should the braveſt Man 
That e'er wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worft ef Liars: 
My Friend may be miſtaken. 
Pol. Damn the Evaſion ; 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt, and he's a baſe-deen Villain 
That ſaid I ly'd. 
Caſt. Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thro' myHeart 


There” s no Joy in Life, if thou art loſt. 


A baſe-born Villain! : 
Pol. 
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Pol. Ves, thou never cam 'il | 

From old Acaſto's Loins ; the Midwife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother. and inflead 

Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me | 
placꝰd ſome coarſe Peaſant*s Cub, and thou art he. 

Caſt. Thou art my Brother till. 

Pol. Thou 1y'ft. | 

Caſt, Nay, then: | L He draws. 
Yet 1 am calm. © 

Pol. A Coward's alwavs fo. 

Caſt, Ah -1h——that ftings kome : Coward ! 

Pol. Ay, baſe-born Coward, Villain. (thee. 

Caſt. This to thy Heart then, tho* my Mother Lore 
(Fight; Polydore drops his Sword, and runs on Callalio. 

Pol. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. | 

Caſt. What have I done! My Sword is in thy Breaſt. 

Pol. So I would have it be. thou beſt of Men, 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. (Juſtice : 

Caſt. Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are 
Ware painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 

If ſo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head ? 

Pol. Blame not the Heav*ns ; here lies thy Fate,Caftalioz 
Th'are not the Gods, *'tis Polydore has wrong *d thee; 
I've ſtain*d thy Bed, thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys | 
Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt. 

Caſt. By thee ! | ODEs 

Fol. By me; laſt Night the horrid Deed | 
Was done, when all things flept but Rage and Inceſt. 

Caſt. Now. where's Monimia ? Oh! | 

| Enter Monimia. 

Mon. Pm here, who calls me ? 
Methought I heard a Voice 
Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 
When all his little Flock's at feed before him. 
but what means this? here's Blood. 

Caſt. Ay, Brother's Blood; 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting Pains? | 

Pol. O let me charge thee by th'eternal Juſtice, 
Hurt not her tender Life ! | | 
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Caſt. Not kill her? Rack me, 

Ye Powers above, with all your choĩceſt Torments, 
Horrour of Mind. and Pains yet uninvented, 

If I not practiſe Cruelty on her, 

And treat Revenge ſome Wav yet never known, 

Mon. That Task mv ſelf have finiſh?d, I ſhall die 
Before we part ; I've drank a healing Draught 
For all my Cares, and never more ſhall wrong thee. 

Pol. Oh ſhe's innocent. 

Caſt. Tell me that Story, 

And thou wilt make a Wretch of me indced. 

Pol. ads thou, Caſtalio, us'd me like a Friend, 
This ne'er had hap; en'd; hadſi thou let me know 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in joy 
But ignorant of that, 

Hearing th'Appointment made, enrag'd to think 
Thou hadſt out-done me in ſuc ceſsful Love, 

I in the Dark went and ſupply'd thy Place; 

Whilſt all the Night, 'midtt our triumphant Toys, 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Moimia 
Embrac'd, careſs'd. and call'd me her Caſtalio. 

Caſt. And all this is: he Work of ny own Fortune; 
None but my lelt could e *'er have been fo curſt. 

My fatal Love, alas! his ruin*d thee, 

Thou fairelt, goodlieſl Frame the Gods e'er made, 
Or ever human Eyes, and Hearts ador'd ! 

I've murder*d too mv Brother ; 

Why wouldit thou {tuiy wis to damn me further, 
And force the Sin of Parr cide u pon me? 

Pol. Twas my eva Fault, and thou art innocent; 

Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongue, 

*T was a hard Violence; I could have dy'd 

With Love of thee, ev'n when I us'd thee worſt ; 

Nav, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter'd, 

My Heart recoil'd, and 'twas half Death to (peak em. 

Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moit dear of Men, 

Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, 
And cloſe the © Eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? 
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Caſt. Oh I'm th'unhappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fate 
Has weigh 'd thee down into Deüruction with him; ; 
Why then thus kind to me ? 

Mon. When I'm laid low in the Grave, and quite for- 
May 'ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride; gotten, 
But none can ever love thee like Monizie. 

When I am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 

(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 

Speak well of me; and if thou find ill Tongues 

Too buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong'd 3 
"Twill be a noble Juſtice to the Memory 

Of a poor Wretch, once honour®d with thy Love. 

How my Head ſwims ! '*tis very Dark. Good- night. | Dies, 

Cot. If 1 ſurvive thee! what a Thought was that! 
Thank Heav'n I go prepar'd againtt that Curſe. 

Futer Chamont diſarm'd, and Jen.” by Acaſio and 


Scale. 
Chen. Gape Hell, and ſwallow me to quick Damna- 
If I forgive your Houſe, if I not live | (tion, 


An everlaſting Plague to thee, Acaſto, 
And alltty Race. Y*have o'er- powerd me now; 
Put hear me, Heav'n! Ah here's the Scene of Death, 
My siſter, my Monimia ] Breathleſs ! now, 
Ve Powers above, if y'have Jullice, ſtrike, 
Strike Bolts thro' me, and thro' the curſt C aftalio, 
Acaſt. My Poly. love. 
Fol. Who calls? 
Acajt. How cam'ſt thou wounded? 
Ct. Stand off thou hot-brain'd boiſt'rous noiſ Ruf- 
And leave me to my Soros. | (fian, 
Cham. By the love 
J bore her living, I will nc'er forſake her, 
But here remain till my Heart burtt with ſobbing. 


Cot. Vanith I charge thee, or — | Draws a Dagger. 
Cum. Thou canſt not kill me, 


That would be Kindneſs, and: againſt thy 8 
Acaſt. What means Caſtalio'? Sure thou wilt not pull 
More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. | 


Tell me, I beg you, tell me the d Cauſe 
fall this Ruin, 


Pol. 
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Pol. That muſt be my Task; | 
But tis too long for one in Pains to tell ; 
You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written 
Of all our Woes. Caſtalio's innocent, 
And fo's Monimia, only Im to blame: 
Inquire no farther. 

Eaft. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly haſt Purſu'd me with thy Hate, 
And ſought the Life of him that never wrong*d thee : 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, 
Come join with me and curſe. 

Cham. What? 

Caf. Firſt thy ſelf, 

As I do, and the Hour that gave thee Birth: 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 

To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amongſt Men 3 
*Twixt Families engender endleſs Fewds, 

In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 

In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm : 

Till all things move againſt the Courſe of Nature; 
*Till Form's Aiflolv d. the Chain of Cauſes ** 
And the Originals of Being loſt. 

Acaſt. Have Patience. 

Caft. Patience ! preach it to the Winds, 

To roaring Seas, or raging Fires; the Knaves 
That teach it laugh at ye when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common Needs of Lite, 

Scald me with Leproſie, let Friends forſake me, 
F'H bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 

That I am now, 'tis this mutt give me Patience: 
Thus I find Reil, and ſhall complain no more. 


[Stabs himſelf. 
Pol. Caſtalio ! Oh! 
Caſt. I come. 
| Chamont., to thee my Birth-right 1 bequeath : 
Comfort my mourning Father, heal his Griefs; 
[ Acaſto faints into the Arms of à Servant, 
For I perceive they fall with Weight upon him. 


And 


The ORPHAN. 
And for Monimia's ſake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Ser ina. 

Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 

Thus with my Love. Farewel, I now am——nothing. 


| [ Dies. 

Cham. Take care of good Acaſto, whilſt I go 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd 
*Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain; (us. 
It may Afflict, but Man muſt not complain. WEL 
. I Exeunt omnes. 
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| Maybe the next, if old Acaſto die: 
Should it prove ſo, I'd fain amongſt you find, 
Who tis would to the Fatherleſs be kind. 
To whoſe Protection might T ſafely go? 

Ts there amongſt you no good Nature? No. 
What ſhould I do? ſhould T the Godly ſceł, 
And go a Conventickling twice a Week ? 
Quit the lewd Stage, and its profane Pollution 
Affect each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution, 
So draw the Brethren all to Contribution « f 
Or ſhall T'(as I gueſs the Poet may 

# ithin theſe three Days) fairly run away ? 
No, to ſome City-Lodgings Il retire, 

Seem ver) Grave, and Privacy deſire : 

Till I am thought ſome Heireſs, rich in Lands, 


' Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands; 


Which may produce a Story worth the telling 
Of the next Sparks that go a Fortune-ſtealing, 


N TP T LOG UV E 


OU ve ſeen one Orphan ruin d here, and I 


| 


; 


